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To my beſt Friend and 
courteous Coſen Mr. Ben- 
jamie Cook all good wiſhes. 


SIR, 


- 


”—_— 


& Our candid Interpretati- 
| ons of theſe conceits ſe- 
£9 yerally, hath animated 
mee toagleaning them up toge- 
ther, and betrai'd you toa Dedi- 
cation, they lay, Quz profunt ſin- 
gula, multa jucvant. Nor 1s it un- 
uluall for men of my condition; 
in this nature, to repend the good 
nature of their munihcent friends 


A 2 How- 


"The Epiſtle Dedicatory... 


However , did my ftarres pro- 
mile mee any other requite, This 
crifling barke ( ballanced with 
ſcarce any thing but fand and 
ſtones ) ſhould to the fortuneof 
the doubtfull waves without a 
Palinure:in hope,cither theſhores 
would protect the ſhallow, or 
the deep drown it, out of fight, 
and time, out of minde. I con- 
fefleI can look upon ir, no other- 
wiſe then a degree of impudence, 
ro obtruderthar upon your patro- 
nage which t my lelfe have ſcarce 
confhdenceto owne : Neverthe- 
lefle, deigne it your accept, ſince, 
though you finden it(probably) 


nothing good,you may yet aſſure 


your 


| EPR Fe "1 
T he Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
your ſelf of the good will, and 
good intents of him, that reſolves 
to leaye' nothing nnartempted, 
might any wayes render him - | 


vIr, 


Your moſt gratefull Jeryant, . 


M. STEVENSON. 


— — 


ith _ | 
PE SUI Hos Mela era! ela, 
«x. A2.4.K 


' Hite he drawnup, a Poetick par- 
I; of Pegaſean pulfries in the new Ar- 
*tillary ground of this book, which as 
' they now ſtand in cloſe order under the co- 
lonrs, and tommand of the Book-bindcr *. 
ſeem no leſſe unanimous , then uniforms; 
bat Ypon 4. lth examination, you: ſhall 
finde them Pro and con, round and roy- 
all,ond like the Cadmean Upſtarts ſhea- 
thing their weapons ineach others entrails.. 
Aitny of them -T muſt tell you are Ama- 
zonian Archers fighting under the banner 
of their winged Generall; Others under the 
carele}ſe flaggs of fancy for the merry halfe 
Crownes : Aqua Venus Feueris, Pal- 
las iniqua fuit. Others are at their guard, 
and wall in themſelves with the ſtones of 
their obdurate hearts, of whom the Poet 
Jazes. Et dicam ilices p=&us habere.-7f 
y8R chance (as I can not hope but you will ) 
Either 1 
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enher in mine or the. Printers overſight, 
meet ſome lame Souidiurs, 1 kope they ſhab 
likewiſe meet your charity. For the times, 
being like them{e/ves humonrſome , they 
ſeerre tg promiſe me ſome-approve 3 Provi- 
ard the Proverb bold true, Like tolike. 
Eut what need I feare to mcnnt that brain 
fick ſtage where everlyes and Libells,un- 
der the mew fangled notion of mw, paſſe 
as currant 4s our corme, for my part , 
I ant not ſo in love with my owre. ſta- 
thers,as to think thent worthy a terſe eave, 
or an ingenious eye . Nor doe Tyet ſo ab< 
dicate tay owne ability , but that Tjndge 
my panes, asmich above-your. contempt, 
as beneath your envy. " 


S | | 
To the Author my very | 


loving (of. Mr. M. Stevenſon. 


"NO. I confe fe, and thou knowſt 1 am one 
hat never yet had taſt of Helicon. | 
Yet thoſe looſe ares that 1 did lately glean 
From the full Harveſt of thy fruitfull pen, 
1 here returne thee; knowing the ſo kinde 


T how. wilt my love : and not my language | 


minde. 
T ruſt mee Cof. this conrſe paper 1 deſigne 
Nt as a grace, but ſole toſet off thine. 
For 1am certaine theres no eare ſo terſe 
But will be raviſyt With thy ſmoother verſe. 
But:hold; . I muſt thy juſt applanſe refraine 


For that , Part of my bloud runs inthy | 


Veſne. 
Yet they will paraon this poore God a mercie, 
That nete how many Poems point at. 


RC. 
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ry: To the inimitable Poet , My 


4 honourd. friend, 


The AUT HOR. 


ſ | 
Ut muſt I pen thy prayſe my ncble friend 
I ny ors a tash would never have an 
end. 

1de have thy golden Poems writ in Gold: 
Th T, names great title in fames liſt enrold; 
Virgill no more ſhall Prince of Poets be 
But thou ;, Hee's but a petty Prince to thee. 
Ile-to the grove where freſheſt Lanreats grip 
And plat a wreath my ſelf to crown thy brow. 


H. A. 
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To my. Ingenious friend , the 
AV Il HOR, 


Y by d muſt I adde my mite Deare Steven- 
ſon, 

- | 1khnowthen wilt accept it, well? tis done, 

Faith I can't tell while 1 thy lines read ore 

}? Whether I levethee! Or admire the more; 


Thy 


es amd. ae. hs Pong Fx ak 


IO. 


T hy books mot fraught With tales of Robin 


0 9 

But lofty fancy, By the Lord tis good: 

Thy ſweet-lippt Muſe moft_ample-teft doth 
we, | 


L4 | 
Of high events,and I ſay let her Live. 
N. B. 


ee . — 


To my moſt eſteemed friend, 
The 4V T H OR. 


TE l1 me no wire of Withers wi/de abuſes 
T by book a thowſayd times more wit produ- 


Ces, 


Withers tall wither, whilf thy bayes are ſeen 
Like Daphnes Chapplet of immertall green: 


F. B. 
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To his very good friend 
The 4V THOR. 


| Have perus'd thy beok in which I finde 
T he perfett portrait of thy noble minat. 


dine... Md 
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1muſt confaſſe 1 once was one of thoſe 
Didboth ſuſpeFt thy poeſie and proſe. 
But having read thee too, as Well as it 
1am thy Wittneſſc, t'was thine oWne pure witt. 
Ard therefore ſhall even for thy ſake alone 
{onclud, Minerva weares a colonr'd gowne, 


R, D. 


1 In Honorem Authoris. 


Ne that 1 think that thy Aonian wine 
Ha's any need of this poore buſh of mine. 
But that in ſome (mall meaſure yet 1 might 
Exrpeſſ the love 1 owe thee, I muſt, writ 
And prayſe thy fluent fancy that atteines - 
To that with eaſe, which «thers can't with pains 
Many of theſe thy Poems did I ſee 
Drop from thy ready pen Ex tempore. 
And fitly cal'd Occaſions of spring wa ſt 


For the mT wo of time flew not more faſt: 
Did the conceit come even twixt Cup and Lip. 
It was thine owne occaſion conld not ſlip 

whence Ime convinc'd that poetrps a ſpirit , 
which except heaven infuſe none can inherit. 


T hine yea thine 
T: H. 
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Occaſions Off-ſpring. 
OR, 
POEMS, 


Upon ſeverall Occaſions. 


——————. 
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To Her that loves me. 


Q Way with fond Hyperbolics, 

, D Subliming duſt io Deities. | 

I purpoſe bur to ſay yare faire, 

As Envie nuſt confeſs you are: 

If you were nor; you ſhould not h re 

My praiſe, ſhould knees couch your 
(defire, 


But you are ſo, which to deny 

Can be no leſs then Hercke, 

Doubtleſs the Qeen of beauty was, 

Bur like your ſelt ſome peerleſs Laſs: 

| [Till by her Cyprian Zelots ſhe 

| Mounted the tile of deitie. 

Had you liv'd then, 1 really do 
reſume y*had been a Godgels too, 

B 


For 


(2) 

Fot in your features men may ſee 
The God of Loyes artillary 
Your curling Trefle, isall the bow 
The wanton wars with, here below. 
His fire-locks too, the world eſpy, 
Preſented in your ſparkling eye: 
Your fame's his Trun'per, and men ſcek 
His Banner in your baſhfull check, 
Your pearly rows at every ſmile, 
Like Cadwus Troops ſtand ranck and file, 
It then ſo fair a fronr appear, 
Doubr not, there's ſomewhar in the rear: 
Bur tis nor fir we further look, 
Since Nature's pleas'd to ſhut the book; 
Howere I hope I ſhwy'nr diſpleaſe her, 
To gueſs whar I ſee not hid treaſure, 

of Nil non laudaiile wid, 


—_—_ ___Yt 


7o my Coy Charola. 


T. 


Ou cannot loye; for ſhame 
Come bluſh your ſelf into a penirent flame: 
Does the choice flowre reſiſt 
Becaule the faireſt> no, enjoy's thar lif!; 
Oc the eye-taking fruit, 
Plead not yer ripe? away, there riceds no 
Why women aro as truly ours, (Cſuir, 
To be enjoy'd as fruit, or flowres, 
Bur tis our fault 
That we exhalr 


Them ſo,thar they rebell againſt our powres 
| Come 


--* _ 


© 


wag 
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(One, come, yer I aftc& yee, (yee 
If you can't love again ; Let me direc 

*Tmay be "cauſe you are fair, 

And levigable as the downy aire; 

You ſtand upon't, you will nor. yeeld, 

Bur Phcoenix-like your ſelf will build, 

Do ſo, and then 

Repent agen; (fair field, 

When Autumne hath poſicſy*d your own 


2 

Ut: oh beheld 1 woo 

VVho ſhould command, 1 beg and 
My Charela adwires, (glad on't too, 
Since the is Ice, I ſo complain of fires, 
Had the a flaming Darr, (cold hearr. 
Sae would improy't to warm her own 
Ah me, does not Dame nature ftint 
Her flame-begetting ſparks to flint? 
Pray do bur feel 
The ſtone=cold ſee}; 
And if you can ſay there's no fire wichin'r, 


Rut ah my vaine complaint ! 

My Obſcquies attend a ſcornfull Saints 
Water by dropping oft 
Is wont to make the hardeſt maible ſoft: 
Bur my moiſt eyes procure, 
No gentlenes,but rather make obdure. 
Burt I haye done my ds, for I 
Find all things meere in milery, 

'B 3 


And 


ES / 


And to} ſurvive 
In vain I ſtrive; 
Since I have ſeen an Angel, I muſt dye, 


Fo 

How dye ? why lo, did not 
The Queen of Beauty on Adonis dote? 
And Parzs cenfident eyes, 
Survey the features of three Deities? 
Ah bur tar more divine, 
Is my fair Saint then Paygs triviall Trinc: 
Whom while | court, my hopes bur reare 
A fancy'd Caftle in the Aire, 
Nat unlike thoſe 
That do ſuppoſe 
Their wiſh cfteRed in a falling Star, 


Credo equidem nec vans fides genus efſe 
d:aium. 


— 
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Love-fick Lucilla to her unkinde 
Shepheard. 
ANd muſt I'dye?ar:d muſt I dye for love? , 
- *For love, that makes me Jike the Gods aboye? 
1f1 muſt dye, what need theſe flames? belike 
Youw'l execute me as'an Heretique 
But Momus teach meanew A,B, C. 
It firm, and faithfull love be hereficy 
It death muſt be the doom of love ; pray what 
Shall be the ſentence of novercall hare ? 
If zealous Joye merit a mortall curſe, 
Sure hate, a cold deyotion merits worſe, 


A, , et i... 
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Yet how unjuſt is thi:#ſtories relare 
Many that dy'd tor love, bur none tor hate, 
Is there no Herb that may my greifs remove, 
No Antidote *gainſt this hot poylon Love ? 
Pitty yee Gods, pitty my youth, and beauty, 
Sce how cach Organ buckles to his duty, 
Cannot my praycrsz cannor my tears prevail 
Whar, ſhall z y ſighs, my ſobs, my groans all fail? 
Where is the Siſters thritt that goes abour 
To cut my Thread ere it be half drawn our ? 
Ler me bur ſee the rwylight of my age, 
And then perſuc the utmoſt of your rage: 
Why was Lucins preſcnt at my birth, 
Whilſt the propirious Gods prowil'd me mirth? 
Why came g!|..' Hymen with his Tapour light 
To mock me with the hopes of nupriall night > 
And why was Yenus then aſcendent; why 
 Didall the Graces grace me fince I dye > 

ſe Bur while I thus in vain. urge my complain, 

I looſe my breath, Ah-me 1 fainr, I fainr, 


Deficiam payvi tem/oris adde moram; 


Non « — —— 


—— 


b To Abſremia. 


re? 
| 


I Never was in love, 
Nor will be for my parr, 
] never felt the Archer moye ; 
Alas he has no dart 
Or elſe no cyes to hit my heart, 


B 3 And 
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2, 


Nd yet doth love I you, 

In this my boſlome reign; 
Pur I proteſt *cis not with you; 
Pardon me, Sir, tell you plain, 
Tis with Diana's Maiden train, 


$. 

A N4 though ] lend an care 
**When you preſent your Ditty, 
Preſume not J affe& your geare, 
Or you, that would ſeem witty; 
Good faith tis not in loye,bur pitty. 


Ence then poor flatterers, 

J am, and will be free: 
Like thoſe Celeftiall Choriſters, 
He hugg my liberty; 
Tis that, and only thar pleaſe me, 


— — 


——— —* A was _ YO —— 
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Phyllis Fuxeral/. 


Ome now my L2mbs your ſclyes addreſs 
(ume your dying Shepheardeſs, 

- Your appetites awhile adjourn, 

And pay your duty to m'y Urne, 

In liſe my flock ] tollow'd thee, 

Indeath j prethee follow me, 

Come therefore twenty Lambs in black, 

In white twice twenty at their back, | 
| | Twelve® 


(7) 


Twelve ſable Ewes like Widows poore 
-Shall as my mourners go before 

Six Weathers ſhall my bearours be 
Arraid in Negro'sLiveric, 

As dark as night, and {ix ogaine, 

As white as wooll ſupport my train: 
With filver tipps ler every horne, 
Our ſad and ſslemne ſtate adorne, 
Creſcent as Phbes, lct cach frunr, 
VVear a freſh Cypreſs wreath upon't 
Let no rude ruſlet here be lecn, 

Nor bloody redd ; Bur flounſhing green, 
Lamb black,and pureſt white, Theſe thice; 
Summe up my perfeR Elegie, 

The black(my Lambs)dorth bgnzhe 

My lofe of life ; your lol'e of mee, 

The white does unto you relate 

My innocence : and Virgin ſtate, 

The green does to the world proclaime 
My life in wy immorrtall fame, 

Now let mee ſhew yee my interr 

In my laſt Will and Teſtament. 

Firſt I this berrer p+rt of mine 

To the Elizian ſhades refigne 

And whence I had it, I bequeath 

To the next aire my borrow'd breath 
Fire ſhall again have what it lent, 

And wazer to her Element, 

Shall haye recourſe, Allſl alÞ rerurne, 
My aſhesalſo romy Urne: 

In the next place | here diſpence 

Unto my Lambs my innocence, 
Morcover I afligne to them 

The grals green Meadow Iaft nights d ream 
Preſcnted mee, My Ramms are they 
Shall have my Cornucopia. 


lvet B 4 Item 


(8) 
Item, 1 leaye my Virgiu Zone 
Unro the Bud as yet uvblown, 
My Purple Veynes refign to you 
Sweet Violets their azure hue, 
My bluthes to the Roſe lpgive 
My white ſhall in the Lilly Lye: 
My golden Treſles ſhall rep:ice 
The ruines of loſt Maiden hair, 
My Globes of light after this lite 
Shall wait on Phe@bys and his wife, 
My lofty my Majcflick tronc 
I leave ro F'das ſublime Monr, 
The Cherry, or the Ruby rather . 
The cinRure from my lips ſhall gaxher, 
Tliis breaſt @ppoling- th'other, purs 
Me ſoin mind of Cupids Burs, 
I cannor but ro him demiſe 
The place fo fir for exerciſe, 
Lafily (ſuch as they wont receive) 
Mine armes I ro embraces leave: 
And now yeec know what my laſt will is, 
Farewell my Flock, ſay farewcll Phillis, 


Plino ſmnguitibus 070, 
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A youns Gentleman to his Lady , who 
lookt upon him as too immature, 


MADAM, 


[ E >ve, yu , ſhould I not &o ſo, | 
Il wcis an Anchorite and my Breaſt 'i';; Snow: 


Ycs |; 


[ 
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Yes þ do love, and humbly here commence 
AﬀeRion uſhererd in with Reverence, 

Deigne bur your-lilly hand , No bold defire 
Shall wing up my ambition any higher, 

Nay it that be roo much, lerme delery 

My rudeneſs chaſtiz'd in yout ſcornfulleye. 

I muſt confeſs thele early years of mine 

May look on, but not Jove Wemen nor Wine: 
Not love ſayd 1 > who can bur lovea face 

So winning unleſs of Deucalzons race? 

Yet while 1 love andin my breaſt enſhrine yee 
Ic don't to pitty, bur contempt incline yee, 
Nature will lend my lip acloak, And than 

I may profeſs, 1 want not zeal, though man: 

My ſtatures ſmal), And Cypid cannor find 

Me yet; Shrubs leoſe th' advantage of the wind: : 
Yer ſhould I loye thus young, 1 might produce 
Such preſidents would warrant my excuſe; 

And yours too, Sapho ſum'd up all her joy 

In the embrace of a Cicilian boy 

The Queen of Greect lov'd Theſeus but a Lad, 

And Cytharea her Adonis had. 

Nay, Love himſelf that God, is bur a Child, 
Shall I then be for want of years exil'd ? 

Yea I have heard fair Damſels ſay, In truth 

Of all that love,give me the ſmooth-chin'd Youth. 
True I am young,and thence 1 dare approve 
My non-acquaiatance with the flights of love, 
You are that wounded me the firſt, and all ; 


'Blame me not then that come at the firſt call, 


» 


ms 


To Amabunda, 


Ur doſt beleive in faich rhar T 
Lov'd thee? faith thou belciv'ſta lye; 
Bs Extinguifh 


-_ 


( 10) 


Extinguith therefore thy defire 

Ere it becomes unruly fire, 

For thy flames work bur the ſame way 
With mce as the hot Sun on clay. 
No thou muſt rake thy heeles,and flee, 
1t chou wouldſt bave mee follow thee, 
Fugis inſequor, 


— — — 


To Sua via. 


NO: love you, whom the world confcls 

© | Chemiracle of prertinefle? | 

Thar were an himour to dilguile 

My reaſon,and betray my Eyes: 

Nocgnoe,withour diflimulation 

Your beauty is roo ſtrong temptation 

Had I nor tound you the rare thee, | 

Y'had liv'd unloy*dgunmov'd by mee; 

T cannot court a common face, 

Enricht with only one poor grace, 

A forchead handſome, ſmooth, and bigh 

A lovely Lip,or Chin, or Eye: 

Kur pardon Swavia if I Love 

You, Ins wbom all thefe graces move 

Deigne ther one gentle ſmile on mee, 

Who will your conſtant Umbra be, 

So long as either I havecyes, 

Or you have wherewith to ſurprize, 

Chooſe Midam then which you think beſt, 
Ither hard fayour ; or ſofr breaſt, 


At ſacien mutes, aut n? fis dura nec-fe efts 


e-T1 3 
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An Anſwer to the Song call d faire 
 Archybella to whoſe eyes.&C, 


My deareſt, 


Rehybella's Eyes: . 
A I hough nere ſo faire ſhall not dcſpile 
Bur owne thy joyall ſacrifice, © 

6 2. 

Suppoſe her cruell, And a while 
Hir trownes like midnight,day exile 
Tis noon again,if you bur ſmile, 


3, 
Wee like our lodging and proreſt 
So you provide a faithfull breaſt 
To yow ofir ſelf your conſtant gueſt, . 


4+ 

Nor need you feare fince you impart, 
Your wounds To freſh but we have art 
And Ballam roogto eaſe your ſmart. 


Let not a thought thar death may give 
\ Moleſt thee, doubr nor thou to live, 
If imiles or tearcs may bur repriye, 


6, 


Dread not my deare ſo dire a doome 
Forbid it heaven the bower ſhould come, 


Thar thou ſhcu!dſt ſuffer Martyrdome, 


(12) 


—_ —_ 


The Anſwer to Well-well tis true, &c, 


| p—_— 


F I, 

=E11, well tis truc, Thar I have lay'd a foo! 

and ir is you : TOs 
Bur ſince I plainly ſee 
Whilſt I in pitry lend atmile, 
You make me conſcious all the while 
Ot your Idolarry, 

1'12 henceforth a_\ You: Wildfire flames and 
The adoration of an Als ( ſcorne 
i -So fooliſhly forlorne, 


2. 
Come, come be wiſe and dally nor with Ladies 


(charmfull eyes, | 


The Magazine fron whence. 
Love armes himſelf, the Stars Iſay 
Are bright and pow'rfull reo, but they 
ave no ſuch influence. 
We fer us down in Titans glittering ſhine, 
Reciprocatinng beame, for beam 
Where Stars their heads decline, 


, 


3 ” 
Whilſt yee like fools to deifie us pump and dreine 
| For an Hype:boly: (your Schools 
Preſuming that 'yec f1ghly pleaſe 
Our Sex to ſtile us Goddeites, 
Alas we know yee lye 
VVe are bur fleſh and blood thuugh our bright cycs 
Surpriſing you. intatuate ſenſc 
Yes deem us Deitics, 
But 


00! 


(13) 
RUr ſince thar Fatc has drawn me to the trduble 
Ile not my labour looſe (of thy prace 
For II's make uſe of thine own plot 
To let thee know | love thee not, 
Well,or ill rake ir,chooſe, 
And therfore 11e go get me a new bar,,. 


To rid my Chamber of ſuch Apes 


Such Toyes as Sutors arc... 


GO love your winezand all your Muſes, nint and 
(nine times nine 
So you will not love me 
For me I love my Dog, my Cat 
Nay 1 would love I care not what 
Soir may not be thee 
Love you your laughing and your quafting Crew 
1 love my Country and my King 
But hatc ſach fools as you, 


w 4 
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The Virgin Canticle to Gerrard. 


I, 
AVant yee falſe Intruders that my Chamber hanr. 
Good faith I can'r 
No nor } will not Iiſten ro your love 
No more will J though you would give me all your 
Unbolr my door ſtore 
You de but rocks and ſcnſclefs marble 
(move 
For well, yea too too well J can your perjur'd fto- 
, There's no faith refts ry tell 
In mens falſe breaſts; | 
Thereforo farewell, farewell, 
| Tis 


( 14 


Tis true, I was ſo fooliſh once as to Loye you, 
Burt nowl ruc 
I ever ycilded untoſuch an ague. 
Bur yer, I'dc have you know my friend though 1 did 
One burnirg kr (get 
I had another cold enough to plague you. 
For I who was all fire,am new congeald into all icc 
VVhence you may find, 
Though I was kinde, 
I can be merry and wile. 


3; - 


The willow thou thiskft rorments me bur alas poor 
Ask but my Pillow ( fellow 
If ir can witneſs cre a ſrgh I fercht, 

Or that on my bed-fide as ina dreame 1 late, 
Moaning my fate, 
Or our of melancholly my ſclf ftreachr, 

ie warrant thee wy boy thou't find all circum- 


That maidens too ( ſtances prove 


As well as you 
Can with diſcretion loye 


4+ 


And gow 1 do intend to run through Loycrs row 
As well as you 
And traſt the ſweerneſle of variety, 

For I ſuppoſe there's ſome ſweer ſwcer in it or yee 
'VVould never bc 


50 much agdiced to 1nconſtancic. 


4 Therefore 


If 


a 


(15) 
Therefore lle ſer and ſee the melles uſherd in by 
And taft of this ({cores 
And that fine diſh 

To the hundred and fiftith cowfe, 


In vaine thou temptſt mee Paris whar,wouldſt thou 
Forſworn againe be taine 

Alas 1 valew nor thy threadbare Oathes, 
Goe finde ſome other tame foule for I have no 
T* <mbtace the wind oy (minde 
No, nor thoſe vowes thou purfl of with thy 
(cloaths 
If yet thoudft bave me , love thee then 1 prethee 
For | proteſt : (nere come to mee. 

I love thee beſt 

When th cu art furtheſt from mee 


—_— WIR re ene ee OOO 


The Choice, 


AP not thy fubie Lips; nor Roſie Cheeks , 

L In which my heart a full eomentment ſeckes 
Tis not the treaſure of thy golden rreſles, 

I hat makes me rich , or challenge. wy Careſles 
Nor yet thy l'ghr diſperſing eyes though theyy. 
Be the true Pho!phors of the breaking day 

Should 1 ſerve beoutics obvious ro the eye Z 
Pigmaleons Narue then would lee the vye, 

And I night well (if T ſhould ccaſe ro range) 
Adyantage my aft: &ijon ar the chan ge. \ 
Burt I haye ſuited ar a nobler rate\, © 
1H:n to court paint; Beawics inavig ate, 


: 


In 
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In 'furnme there's nothing eur-fides can impart, 


Hath power ro make a conqueſt on my hearr, 


Bur ] love you, whoſe beauty ill I find 
Bur index to the beauty of your mind, 
You are the Pearl rhac higheſt yaluc win, 
Being faire withour, and cordiall within, 


es, 
—— 


To tty Coy and Captions Miſtreſs, 


Tk court my ſhade no more, but fice 
From ir, and make it follow me; 

Nor ſball the lotty Cedar bough 

To the baſe Bramble, tis too low. 

He kneel no more tO uvgratctul Thiſtle, 
Nor liften ro cach Bird thar whiſtles: 

1 have forgot you, and tu day 

I did make Ortes of better Hay, 

I loy'd thee once, but now my ſcorne 
Shall triumph over thee forlorne: 

Ie wrap my front up in diſgain, " 
Nor ſhalt thou it uncloud again, 
No,though one careleſs ſmile would ſave 
Thy caſt-of carkals from the grave; 

Thy teats, and prayers aud looking wan 
VVete butto waih an Indian. 

Nay , wert thou fair as thou art nor, 
Theu ſhouldſt not move my breaſt one jot: 
Nor would I love thee one half hour, 
Though both the 1xdies were thy Dower: 
Though all rhe Saints ſhould blcſs thy tace, 
Thou ger'it not henceforth one embrace; 

I hate thine eyes, and rather would 

A Boſfilish ſhould me. behold, 


To 


SIOR EH 


"NEUE. 
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To Pulcheria. 


Ule tell me will not Gold move thee ? 
Art thou more hard than Daxae? 

 VVhai? willcheſe peerlefs Pearls, theſe Gems , 
” Theſe Rubics reachr from Diadems , 
Advance me no ſtep to thy love? 
Ie try if triviall royes may move, 
*T may be this Lilly or that Role 
VVin her acceptence more then thoſe, 

Yes much atone, alas I hould 
But temps an 1ndian with my Gold: 
Her locks are the wrue golden Flcec, 
Medea ſhew'd her love in Greece; 
And what from Rubieshope I? ruſh 
> Her lips will make the Ruby bluſb; 
” VVhichifa ſmile ſhould chance to ſever, 
You trait ſhall ſce ſuch Pearls as never 
Nature yer boaſted, as if the 
Had only this enc Treaſurie, | 
And as for Gems, wkat ſparks can flie 
So bright as thoſe ſhot frum her cyc2? 
Lillies alas avail not much, 
Her body is all over luch: 
And what's a Roſeefivce her Checks bear 
A 7uvc of Roſes all the year, 
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| LOV E. Blind or mot blind, 


Since he dywcels in the oye: 


| . I; 
wW Hat makes you think that Love is blind 
: '* Irather 


| ( 18 ) 
I rather the contrary finde 
In all my ſcrurinie, 
For I in love had never been 
Had not mine eyes the obj:& ſeen.. 


2. 


And all the world in this agree 
Love is a flaming fire 
Ifthen a tire; nay flame ir be 
What need we more defire, 
To prove- that Loye may have his fight, 
From that which regders all things light. 


3. 
Tell mee nor that Obfuſca was 
Born bling, yer lov'd on tiuſt, 
Admir the fable; yer alas 
It was not love, but luſt. 
For ſhee muſt have it underſtood, 
Though nothing elſe,hir feeling's good. 


4. 


But you will ſay where ſtood his eyes 
T hart choſe ſo courſe a wench, 
As Bab fince men meet ſuch a prize 
| Onevety common bench: 
This will be his zetort agaihe, 
What' once mans meart's an others bane, 


J- 
Here's one a horſe face courts whoſe weight 
Hee knows will come in Gold, 


Andt® 
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(19) 
And ſo he have the mony ſtraight, 
Let her be crooked, old 
Splay-foor, blind, beetlebrowd,and lame, 
For he ha's that for which he came, 


6, 


Turne but your eye and you ſhall ſee 
Anothers finger irch, 

To be embracing ſuch a ſhee 
Is neither taire norrich, 

Ask bur his reaſon and tis this 

My minde to me a Kingdom is, 


7. 
Thus one loves fat an other lcanc, 
This his meat ſalt, that freſh 
This a fat Capon, thata Hen --. 
This man loves fiſh,thart fleſh, 
Thus all their humours have, and now 
Heres the good woman kiſt hex Cow. 


8, 


Whotbeares the fault now but the boy 
The wanton bey torſooth 

He with old women ule to roy, 
And'teach them tricks of youth, 

Thus from our ſelves we ftill remove 

Our dotage to the god of Loye, 


9. 
Whom falſely fools call progeny 
Of Vulcan god of fire, 


( 20 ) 
If it were ſo then he muſt be 
Prodyamus to his Sire 
For out of doubt he LOVE did know, 
Erc he came inta Cuckholds row, 


4 
| 
$* 

[ 
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Ten ler not hollow'd Love bear blame 
For humane fanraſy: 
Love is a pure ccleſtiall flame 
Heaven and Earthks Mercury. 
Diffus'd on Mortals, let us hence 
Accuſe the Organ, not the influcnce, 


Il. 
(An any yer be ſo unwiſe 
To think Leve blind that can 
Creare an Argus hundred eyes, | 
To guard a Curtcſan, 
VVhom if you ſee you may cſpye, 
Enthien'd in every ſparkling eyc, 


T> >» »OTOAORROOUL, I 


Il'2, 


P Ray which of you can ſhoot fo right, 
As he whom yee call bling; 
He ſticks his Arrows in the white 
Sure then he eyes muſt find, 
Should you a'Darr at any throyy, 
Twere bur the blind man hit the Crow, 


I3. 
Yea are ſurpriz'd with each fair face 
VVith every dimpled Chin, 
| 1 
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This comly fearure, that ſweer grace 
Are ſnarcsto trapyec ins 
VVhar think yee then, not love,I wiſs 

Bur yec,are capt oculis. 


—_— CC 


A longing Lady to her long-ſtaying 
L over, 


TI rwenty times hath Tit&: run his courſe 


From th' orientall, to the V Veſtern ſourſe: 
Since laſt I ſaw you can one parting kiſs 


” Suſtain me ſuch an age ofjnight as this: 


How I am yackt in thy unkind delay ? 


* Come my ſweer Phoſpho?, come and bring the day, 


| 


Sorrow and ſolitude in this ſmall ſpace 
Have fgut'd age on my Hermetick face, 
Go happy Paper be my Mercury, 

And having kit his hand bring -it ro me, 
That I may be-thy Rivall; rell him 1 
Muſt ſee him ſoon, or-in deſpair 1 dye. 


* And if he come not; I ſhall plainly ſce 


oy 


He's out of rown, or out of love with me. * 


| EE 
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A forſaken Lady to her ApoState. 


Ur are thoſe flaſhes fled thoſe flames quite gon 
Into the aſhes of ublivior? 


| VVhere are thoſe Vows , thoſe Heaven-atreſted 
# SealPd on my lips the pledges of our troaths?(oaths, 
} Whar all amorr, all banithr in a trice, 

| All our embraces a fools Paradice? 

| Then farewell faith, and friend, next time I find 

| My ſelf affetive le embrace the wind, 


A mock 


(32) 


A mock ſong to 
0 5Fay by mee—— 


gray not by me feinds ! but fly mze, 
For bchold I come 
All in furiegto conjure yee, 
To ayoid the rocme, (mee 
O cone not then near mee ; your haggy looks skear 
Bur down to your curſcd cell, 
for in hell; 
All iuch ſooty ſluts dwell, 


2» 


Our yee Devills, worſt of evills, 

Whar do you make here? 
Such dam'd witches, and baſe bitches; 

I nerelawasyee're, (me 
O come nor then near m® your hang] looks skarc 

Bur down to your curſed cel 

for in hell 
All ſuch ſooty ſlurs dwell, 


Pluto's puſſes are the ſuſles 
 Tharl here bchold 
Dreſt in riffanic like Tyfiphone, 


Snaky lockt and old, (rect 

O come nor then neare mce,your haggy looks «kar 
Bur:down to your curled cell R 

For in hell, | 

All ſuch ſooty flucs dwell, 


Furies 


| 
3. | 
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Furics fellowes what is bell looſe 
And yee broke out thus 
In your night-gears like the night mares 
To mcet Incubus. (me 
O come nor then near mee, your happy looks skear 
Bur down to your curſed cel 
for in hell - 
All ſuch footy fluts dwell, 


Fo 

Our upon yee, lle none on yee 

Down yce dan;'d beneath 
Your ill favours and worſe ſayours 

Doe infe& my breath, (mee 
O come net then near.mee, your haggy looks skeare 

Bur down to your curſed cell 

for in hell, 
All ſuch ſoory ſlurs dwell, 


The Furies Anſwer, 


BE content Sir, we are ſent Sir 
Not to trouble you, 
Bur to ſport with and conſort with 
Our own cuttaild crew. (you 
Let nothing then skear you,for weel not Come near 
Burt down to our own black cell, 
four in hell, 
VVe confelfle wee do dwell, 


Jam jam tafiuras,tartara wlera putes, 


A 
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A Gentleman to his Miſtrejs that told W* 
|& 


him he lookt aſqnint upor her. 


Squintywhy not? am I of Eagles race, 
[ \ To try minecyes upon Apollo's face: 
Aamir I were, yct while I look on thee, 
Thy brighter beams force an obliquiry. 


Eagles thould do the ſamegdurſt they but try 
Their Birth-righrt at the radiance” of thine eye, 
_- VVharis this ſquinting butmy feeble fgbr, 


Reverberated by thy powerfull light? 


Nay ſhould mine eye right on to thine aſpire, 
"Twould burning-Glaſc-like ſer mine heait on fire, 
Burt fay I could, fince thou thus {lighteſt mc, 


VVhart reaſon have I to look right on thee ? 
Come be not youſo croſs grain'd to deſpiſe 
A breaſt thar ſhews her crofles in her eyes; 
VVhich filently each other thus reprove, 
T* have let in cruell and ingratefull love: 
So paſſing fair, I ſwear upon a book 

You arc, my eyes upon each other look 

As in a maze to ſee Dame Nature place 
All her perfe&ion in your only face, 

As Clouds the Creatures of the Sun , ſo 1 
The nubilous exhalarion of your eye - - 
Approach your preſence begging I may be 
The Umbra unto your ſerenity. 

And could 1 but my ſelf in the office pur, 


As © Caltha with your beams Id'e ope, and ſhur, 
The Flies are buzzing where light Candles are, 
And ſmoak 'you knew alwaies purſues the fair. 

Daies d' earerchange Embraces with the night, 
And darkneſs kifs the lovely lips of light, 6 


*T! 
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'Go "Thy bognty over beares irs banck, 


L, Thad binge a favour yer beyond, 

{My wiſhes, hadſt-thou given thy bond, 
And ſcal'd it with a faithfull kifle, 

2O here had bene enough of blifle. 

ZO: hadſt thou given thy hand in part 
=As pledgof thy engaged hearr ; 

ZI had bene more: then well conrenr 
T'have red my hopes, on the event, 


hy 
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(25) 
hy then, thou faireſt, arr thou ſo unkind, 
o ſcoffe the mole thy beauty made thus blind? 
»tzm | blinde doſt ſay ; Evcothence docs flow, 
his ſolace, that rhe God of Jove is fo, 


ao = . 
>And ſquint-eyd, then 1 may glorie int, 
Frhe ſun ic ſclfe, lights centre lovuks aſquinr, 


To Franke. 


Cx 


Whar all at once? what nowne ſelfe Fran;e? 


Burt 1 am now as others are, 


Suſpitious of thy proftcr'd ware, 


Thou arr roo {weer , co tell thee right 
Thou overcom'ſt my appetite, 

ony's- not for all pallars meer, 
Aud fugar oft makes things roo ſweer, 
Truſt mee fond Franck, thou art too free 
(Free of thy fleſh I mean ) for mce. 
Thou comſt roo faſt, I muſt ſtep back, 
Aud to be ſhorr, 1 feare meeno man, 
Dares venter to make thee a woman. 
In markers maides are common, I 

an have a ſcore for a bulls cye* 


C You 


(26 ) 

You praiſe your ſelfe,and | could wi ſh 
Bur ro ſee her cryes ſtinking fith; 
I know not what ro think, thy face 
[Hath ſuch an oleo of bralle; 
And yer thou ſhouldeft be right, for none 
Thar 1 ere kney, lefle feare the ſtone, 
On whom be this inſcriprion ſet; 
Here is both right, and Counterfcir, 

Bur thou ſay'ft tis no vfuall Courſe, 
To loeke-ith mouth of a guifr oil ce, 
Yer no mans bounry ihall perſwade 
Mce too accept or keepe a jade, 
Ill fayourd &, ill quality'v; 
Who would on ſuch Conditions ride? 
Thou halt given thy ſelfe ro mer, doft hear 
Thou haſt a ſhrewd box on the care 
Would thou had rather given mee thar 
Was left ith maltheap by the Car, 
Thou ſhoulgdſt have laid, will you accepr, 
Oreclle they ſelfe ro thy felfc kepr, 
Theres ſomewhat more then up and ride, 
The banes muſt goe before the bride 
And afer too, vnlelle ſhee bee 
Better then can hopeof thee 
Thou fly'ſt away to Church & nether 
Bringſt gueſt with thee nor yeta_ father, 
Bur ter the firſt ( ſauing your jeaſt) 
You will your ſelfe be the bold gutſt, 
And for a father, what need hee, 
Since you will your owne giver be, 
Way this js the new way we take, 
Each others word & bargaine make, 
Sure here. is like ta be good docing 
When rampant royles run thusa wo oig, 
VVhy now or never Yerife. 
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(27) 
Old mother Shiptons propheſie, 
Yerthou mayeRt ger a huſband till, 
Provided thou doft but fullfill. 
The laſt will of thy grand mother, 
No more but for; Rctember her; 


For my part,mee thou couldſt not pleaſe, 


Though thou couldſt ſh—mace ninepences, 
Nor couldſt rhou move in mee delight, 
Skouldſt thou afford mee cyery nighr 

A freſh & ſportfull maidenhead VOYM 
Their fignes ſhould nor pollute my bed, | 
AnJ1 yer I may chance loath my life 
Come then and thou ſhalr bee my wife, 
However for your offer Frankey 

I were to blame ſhould I not thank yee, 
Bur ler mace periſh in thy Curſe 

If ever offer hop dries Bog : 

Thou gav'ſt thy -ſelfe ro mee ; and 

Give thee back to thy ſelfGoudb'ye 


Te mihi donaſti,te tib; reddo,ualc.. 


4n 
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An Epithal. 
0%. Mr, BC. kis Nuptialls, 


A 


vw Elcome moſt lovely paire, 
* Through threars of drowniog 


In parents frowning; 
Now no doubts nor deſpaire 
Shall cloud the clearer aire 
Of nupriall erowning 
No counter-plots, no rivalls now ſuſpeR, 
Your wiſhesare ariv'd at theireflect, 


4, 


No weefall Willow now, 
Cupid compoles, 
Chaplers of Roſes: 
In which the Bridgroomes brew 
And his faire Brides alſo, 
Hymen encloſes, 
Ler Suiters in defires hot embers burne, 


Four joyfull fyres ſhall into Bone-fires rurne, 


3 On 


(29 ) 
N 
On thy cheeks beaureous Bride, 
More all the graces 
In pleaſant paces 
Bleſt hee whom fares beride 
Th Elyſium of thy fide. 
| This, this, thy laſs is 
Sweet Bride-groom, burhad Loye had eyes t6 


| ſee her: 
No doubt but hee bad been thy rivall here, 


4. 
Sing 7o, fing a -maine 
7 Thy cupting rreafure,. 


Out bounds all mealure, 
Give thy ripe joyes fullreine, 
And Fo. ling againe, 

ViRorious Ceſar x 
Beware of ſurfers though,thy luſtie cheare. 


Ends not to night, the faire laſts all the yeare- 


4. 


Bur you thigk long 1 doubr,. 
And loves compleRion, 
2 phy ere wn, 
at tho ce taſte of noughr,. 
All day, bur naked thoy ___ : 
Night's the next ſe&ion: po 
Then you ſhall a&\, what wee bur dream; delight, 
Weed with yee too (if o_ were Rgcd)good nighr, 


3 6 Come+ 
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Com Bacchxs com Ict's troule 
The metric diſhes 
Brimd with beſt wiſhes. 
- Mce thinks I ſce the ſoule, 
Of mirrh in every bowle 
; Preſaging blifles, 2 ,4t 5 
Your crop's full ear'd, full ripe, youreye diſcernes 14; 
Plentie; what can wee wiſh yoe mere but bearnes © Yo 


'He 

If 
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If 

Tomy lillie white Leda (i. 4. a 

in Commenaation of a pale face. $0 

| A 
When red enchaſed in- theſkies wee finde, T 
V Vee ſtrait conclude tis either raine,or windc, | 1 
VVacn 1 a Rubrick on thy face eſpic,  * 4 - MY 
Faith Lexpett rs fee thee Rorme, or cry,* © |S 
Ler:ihem that .dare condemne- thy"Iyery brow * Þ 
Tell mee how they could fancy bloud & ſnow, | C 
That monftrous, yea that menſtruous predutt,who \ T 
Could looke ypon't and not his reares ovr flow? ? v 
Pray tell mee where the white , & damaſk xole Þ 1 
F;om the ſam ſtalk both white;& red diſcloſe? K\ 
Spaniclls and Calyes are ted and white tis true: | E 
It you be red and white,pray What arg you? | T 
VVould you commend her for her comly ſnout | T 


Thats particolourd like a radiſh rogt?, | 
You'd think I mock you ſhould 1 ſay you are 
Pure red:& white as babies id the faire, 

, ? > [gs 3p: ge: : : + > alc : | 
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, (31) | 
fred be ſuch a grace ; 1f red ſo plcaſe 
Hance mce commended to red Jaticcs, 
XYct the red roſe is Cordiall, But the white” 
Zlseyer moſt commended for the fight, 
SF rom coſtard-mongers 1 haue underſtood 

"Thus much! The rcd cheechr zpple's felfom gocd. 
Red waxe is very common, Burthe white 
rs virgins wax, And a good price wuſt buy 'r, 
"Pray tcl] mce now,would you be woo'd & pray; 
» To linb. your {c]t out on a mike white maid? 
Marry com up; ſv when you are to wite, 

You may condemne you! paper caule tis white? 
"Here, heres an Elizabeth, will you fay what ailc. 
- The ſhillings cauſe you ſee the face is paic? 

” That were a picty jeaſt; Alas, alas, 

© If it were cherry chechr it would not paſle. 

| Eyen Virriall actgicts a. yarious huc 

= Some is HS ns , lome preene, lome perſc& 
v biew | 

* And ſome is redtov, Bur tis then confcſt 

The drefle & Caput mertunm of the reſt 

® In Meicayie as Chynack tcarmes will ha't , 
> The white. ſublime, The 1cd- precipitate, 
+. Some Tulips, | remember I have leene, 
> Halfered half white, but thy have common been, 
Or werethey rate ſhculd they ceme near my noſe> 
| The poſic were le welleeme, then the pole, 
[ White Robes at Nuptialls,ſhew a virgine ſtare, 
* Nud why nut white checks Vcautyes candidate, 
What woul dt thou think.if thou ſhon!ds red elpie 
Exchcquor'd with the white thats in thine. cyc? 
Thoudit ſay'tis bloud-ſhur , How then iſt # grace- 
+ Thar blewithes the beſt part vf thy face ? 


But why doe I thus eagerly allude 
| Tothat whichall but blind men will conclude > 


\ C.4 The 


(32) 
Th: flyer Moon, the glirrering train of night, 
Th. L.!y, Swan, and FYeuns Doves are white, 
But you tay Reds a modeſt tinture, tuſh, 
H-r conf icnce can not bid her count'namce bluth | 
VV,;cn thee hath done the thing ſhee onght Dot | 


doc: 


Cem: to hir the n ſheel bluſh as red as you, 


= == — Rubicnnda flat, Alba ſerenat. ' 


noun bored. ; "— 


The Poſtſcript, | 


To the precedent Poem. ; 


BY ſtay n y whiteing,though I rook thy part, 
)'Twas not to ſhew thy beaury, but my arr. 

My conſcience tell: mee Red & white beſt pleaſes, | 
V Vhite net {et cffwith Red portends diſe aſes; 

Bur Poets prs;and con,ſalute and ſlight; 

Tell yee the Dove is black, And the Crow whnte,. | 
| Tceuld bave writ as much, and given a grace 
Asample , tothe Calfe withrhe white face, ; 
Thus haye I made thee faire and fowle ; ſorrue!y ) 
Staich be it nere ſo whire, conics of but blgwly, 


? 


_—_— 
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w To | M-- R, D. 


STR, 
'I7 Our ſafe returne unto mine earesbeing com? 
I could no leſs thenbid you welcome\home. 
- Arpreſent I have nothing worth your view, 
> Only my white fac'd Leda, bur ſhce's new | 
- * Aud freſh artir'd, IFfI have qr ee 
Say but the word; And I have hit the White: 


LEE A SONPE WES 1". RP. 


Militat ons; amans, & habet ſna Caſtra- 
Cupido. 


2: LOVE hath his tents & lovers ſouldiers are 
Preſt our to ſervye in an inteſtine V Varr, 

.* Cupid become a Leadernow 1 finde, . 

9" The provetb, verificd, The blind leads the blinde, 


Yy 
_— 


n—_—Cec0 carp Tgne*. 
, 


C5 To- 
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— _—_ ——A— —  ———— : 
To my honoured: friend. # 
AGentleman that in \a folhiick Word needs © 
barb mee. © . 
" = > Th 
He <7 5 | 
: Bur BE Ni: 
Ler me know when ow. Te 
| Dos wilt returne agens : dee a, 


Oh thy departure drew A tcare, "L 
Nor from the watrie ſurface of the ſpheare 
No, no it drew.it, whiſt,ſtay there 
Leaſt while ſuch newes | {cnd, 


I muchyifcnd,. he ÞNNNS: 
= My Trciend, hoon '& 
Bp Wl 2 
" Indeed | iy 
Since twas decreed ml 
' Thou ſhoaHift depart with fore "— 


1 couid nor chooſe, bur heavily look 
To looſe at onc 5 my barber,and: why Geok: © 4 
1 will be ſworn upon a booke 
] oft thee wanred haye 
My china ro thaye, 
Poerc lknayc, 


(335Y) 


1 
_—— 4 | 

; ſi 

p my 

Z . And clip 
as | |My upper lippe 


And make the haires to aig 
; For having mended my bad face 
_* © Thou good Lawn Fands about 0 yneck didft place - 
| | And cuft, my hands,but now alas 
I ſhall, L am ith mand 
No Barber hnde, 
g  , fo kinde. 


——_ 


To William Kemp. 


> CArurday laſt faith 775/4, you ſent mee Sack, 
- © By Bacchns ſcarce was worth theſending back *© 
Be now a trufty.ſoulc, and, ſend me White, 
Or Reniſh, which you will but ler'r be right 
' Feel out ſome cell where P kebus cannot come 
. © 1 know will will ſend good if V Vill Þ'at heme: 


k ; 


_— — 


. _ 


. A Gentleman ſurprized with the feb of a” 
| Lady rnknowne to him hetroathed 
to another, 


f Nhappy happincfle,peireing pleafing fare-- 
By too good fortune madeinfortunate : 
| My bl:ft, and-blaſted cycs made mee ar cnce * 
My ſclfan Emp :zour, and a {ave pronounce 
Vat | 


(36) 

What ſtrange.affctions on my ſpirit ceaze? ; 
Whereof the cure is w arſe then diſeaſe , 7 
V Viaat hevenly fire is this ,rorments & joyes mere © 
V Vhich if I bluw conſumegzif quench deſtroyes mec? 2 
Take here O take this loy|-flaine hearr 'of mine Þ 
This viRim fallne on your yiRorious ſhrine, | 
Only let love fince ro-yeur pileI come | 
Honour my facriffice with grartyrdome, | 
Ad tis enough, Since Fcant overcome yee, . | 
Le kifle the - firoakes my fates allormee- from yee | 
Yer on my urac ſlould you'one glance contrive | 
My aſhos with the Pbtix might revive , - 
If-not.a ſmile, O yer let pity led mee ; 
A figh, that may ro the next world commend mee | 
Where my then happicr cyes may have.the grace Þ 
Freely to tcalt on your. Sceraphick face. ; 


To my Coven Coy, 


Ti 


is not for yertues ſake thar you, 
" Are wont to keepe_ ſo much adoe, . 
For wee know by cxpericnce, 
And you by your owne conſcience, 
Tar w:nches will for all thcir. ſturres, . 
Cling in a corner cloſe as burres, 


————y - ©” —__ ap_ —+—— I —_ 


2+ . 
Thiſe things moſt rake men's palares cyer, 
Tucy purcha tc wich. woſt hard endeavor, 
E Ange { 


its 
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And thats the reaſon that yee maids, . 
H Id up the rate of maiden-heads. 

V Vhich if you were not roy ard nice» 
Alack a day! would bcare no price. 


3% 


Pray doe not yee your faces ſkreen, . 

To be with double Juſter ſcen, 

VVhart is ir bur ro tempt beholders, 

Yee ſhow your nakcd neck; and, ſhoulders, 
V'Vhy doe you ciſe pach white with black? 
But that yee more oth ſame Nuſſe lacke? 


4: 


Cold-raunded fircs, themſelyes contraRt , 
And ore woſt *yjolent in a&, 

And I conecjve fair maids defires, 

Are but ſuch ſnow-cnviron'd fkres. 

And when I ſce ſnuw on their skin - 

] judge them then all fyre within. 


5. 


Tell mee: who will de ſo mickle - 

*As ſhee that hanrs a conventickle.,-. 
Shce is one of Adams race. 

That obſeryes no ryme nor place, 
Though in the midſt of lent ir chance, 
Sheel take ir, if the fieflr advance, 


And 


Wed 


\ 6, 


Ana you your ſelf 4bſtemia 

Will ſporr and play'as well as they, 
1 know you loyter bur to be 
Embrac'd by opportunity 

And in things forbid delighr 


T; 


Tell mce no more of Apes in hell 
Though th' excuſe become yee well; 
Come prettic ſoule tis to no boot 

You cannot live unlefie yeu doct:: 

For the thing that we talk of pleaſcd , . 
Nay more then that prevents diſcaſcs, - 


$.:. 


Were't not more wildome to be dumb, 
Then word it to be overcome ? 

Do'nt wee in common queans eſpie 
Theſe your weapons,nay pith, nay fye, 
Thar ere halfe the 6ght be done 

V Vijh that they may 'b: over run, .. 


TY'Þ + 


TEE} ' 11 2a 1 qb oy 2 
ome come Giileifrbqy doſt burae | 
(6 thou bayk'ſt not'a goud turne, 


To ſhow your ſelfe Eves Daughter right, | 


Thoſe + 


- ——m=- 


| 
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Thoſe bonny lafſes wiſer are 

Thar know when they are offer'd faire 

Yer if ſhame bid thee forſake ir : 
Prethee play the maid,fay nay andrake 1, . 


a 
f 
' 
- 
FE 
» 
ee 


- 
I ee ee. _= 


To my pale Pippin 


Pallor in eve fedet —— 


Er cheeks ate like her blind checks pale » 
And wan, Het lipps are lick her taile, 
” Her piteons looks may happily move 
- Ccmpaſſhon.in mee; never love. - 
Shall buw dewn; or kneel co thar, 
{ Thar ſcems ro nice inanuwate? -- TT: 
| So while I romyſvite addi her, -;;;j +7 


| I pray with Papiſts to a Pifture, ,-'1 
Doe yee not {ce how, meager death, 
| Scems throvgh hir Organs to ſteal.breath.., 
Ar.d Succubus ha's from the duſt FEST” 
+ Rear'd her ro ſatiate his luſt  - .. - $1 
| Tell m-e pale Phche Cong, yeu.c)m be, : a 
O!d walls ro banquet onthe Lmed \-;q1 43; 8 9 
I know you love ſuch ſcRivalls | 
| Your white-waſkr cheeks reſemble walls, + 
Say mother pirous, doe you not 
; For Oarmcalzrobthe Purrige- por 
Run yeu net into privar hoſes nv 413 wins 
{ To break ycur fatt with ſalt and Coales ;;'+ 1: if 
| I] wighta rhoufand knacks repeat, 1iri7 i 16) | 
V Viiat could 1 ramt bur your would cat 
In ſhame whercof your bloud refiaines | 
Your checks, And lurks within your ans” ; 
: ALTL- 


49) 
Varill ir bee ſubpzna'd thence, , 
By your flagitious conſcience, 
Nor are you lillic like, but ſallow- 
And ſapie-coutenanc'd like rallow;; _ 
For when your dropping.noſeyou handle, . 
You-ſeeme ro mace to ſnuffe a candle, 
And they that keepe you reape diſgrace, 
Whilſt men read famine on your tace, 
Natures, befiegd, And all your pores _ 
Obftruccd block up her recourſe 
Whilſt in diſpaire ef life you burne,.. 
For a good huſband, or goode turne.. 
Therc muſt bee vent, .Tis re noe boet 
To talke, you muſt or dye, or doet, 
And ſhould,” wee bur. a while delay you, - 
You'd cry - harke harke for life wee pray you... 
You can no ſuch improyement feel 
In allume poſets or crude ſteele, 
You know your ſclfe theres nothing can, . 
Be ſo aperitiye as man. | 
Who in the ſweereſt ſence is ſaid, 
To cure-you of your maiden head. 
Which ſhould you bur a while reraine, 
A peſſarie would come in yaine, 
Whar neede men care then for ſuch wiycs, , 
_ As Marry+but to ſave their lives? 
He muſt *as much'( that weddeth thee) . 
Thy door ; As thy husband be, 
Noe, Ile ro-Bacchus where being come... 
The firſt atrendant flrewes a rome, 
The next prerſents a glanceing lalle, 
| Like Venus in a veniceglaſſe. 
\ Wirk that I 'knock, & as ſome ſp'rice . 
I conjur up pure red and white, 
My circles a round table, Ang 
In midſt thercof does Hymen flang 


V 
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With a light rapour , when 1 call, 
To celebrare my nuptiall, 
Here doc 1 a french madam place 
And there a ſweer-lipt ſpaniſh lafſe 
Here all in white a lady dances, 
And there in red an other plarices, 
And leaſt mine cyes want treſh delight, 
Here ſets Clarenta red & whit, 
Nor doc 3 complement I crow, 
But tell chem ptaine*tis fo and ſo, 
Thy firugglc not nor are they coy 
Bur I way whart I will enjoy, 
No there's no coyle made for a kifle , 
Thovgh melting melting, melting bliſſe, 
No ſhifting from the freindly cup 
Bur 1 may freely. all-rake up: 
And in cach face if 1 ſo pleafe,, 
He court myne owne « fligics, 
V Vho would not then on this flage 2& Narciſvr,. 
VVhere lively lipps ſo: ſweetly ſay come kille ys?- 


-— IIS ASSAY 
OC AOO 
—— 


Mrs. E.G. 
To hir falſe and faithleſſe leruank, 


Ve whence falſe wretcharc rheſe- delayes, 
Didſt thou not ſweare, 
By all that's deare, 
Should ly ons block up thy aflayes, 
Thy Pinnaceſcorn'dſuch 'remorass, 
much 


('42 ) 


od } 


= 
_ 


Moſt faithlefl: of thy ſex farewel: 
Arr not thou hee 

\ That vow'd to mee 

No fates decree vor Circean Tpcll, 
Should keep thee from wy Citadel? 


Jo. 


Yet flatterer rhou art fleg'd, and flown 
From the warm neſt 

Of my ſotr breaſt; ' -t- anl 2 
And like that night1hou letr's nice goric 
Ah!who would ſuch a traytror owne?, 


4. 


* They that dare moſt; 1 ſee dare leaft 
Peter pretends 

{ More then his friends, 

| Bur being broughtunto the reſt, 

| Hee turnes more cravant thenthe reſt, 


J- 


A feeble hermitraz'd the forr 

Ofſecrehic 

{| Twixt thee and mee, 

| O ſhame, Cowards1 ſeereſort 

To Lov's,though not to Mars his Court. 


ThinkRt 


..3- SL A 


( 43) 
6. 


Think theu the gods that teftige 

From Heaven above 
| Toy vowes of loye, ; - 
| Will quit thee of thy perjury? _ 
| 1 hat were, to make themlclyes like thee. 


7: 


© Well 1 conclude then nothing elſe 
> But love is dead 

* And faith is fled, 

© Unto the breaſts of infidells . 

+ And there, it any where it dwclls, 


q , $. 
: * 


| Falſe and faint heart adieu,nere ſuc 

' Nor wooc no more, ok . 

| As liere to fore, es, we” 
For tiere: is all Ile anſwer you, ' 

Falſc and faint heart adieu adicu, che hegy' 


Piget znfido conſulniſe iro, 


( 44) 


— k| tt 
nn Oe CEE 


His Anſwer. 


A Nd why ſo ſharp? in truth( my dear) I muſt, 
Accule your furic of unkind diſtruſt, 

You ſhonld oblerve the end, and only glance, 
Nor dwell onthe emergent circumſtance, 
Shall I plounge through th' abiſſe of danger, wh 
I may avoydit; And goe right agen. 

VVhart you mil-conftrue as ſome light abuſe, 
Reaſon will read a requiſite excule. | 
VVhart ſhould wee but invite the publicke ſcorne}? 
To boaſt our harveſtere wee reap our corne, Þ 
The wealthy'ſt wights petend the weakeſt ſore, | 
And whar they hugge, conceale, I doe no mere, 
For knowledge will but make us table-ralke, 
VVhilſt love delights in ſhadyeſt pathes ro-walk, 
Ferbeare a while my love and then expeR 
Your patience crewn'd with bleſt, with wiſht effe&, F 7 
Theſe that doe otherwiſe, the world bur calls, 
Them Poſthumous rothere owne nuptialls, 

. Noe, noc, my heart's but one, theugh for a ſpace, 
+ Iſeeme to putt on Ianus double face, 

In which ſtrange drelſe 1 yet, would hope I ſhowy 
I love thee more then all the world ſhall know, 


FE p, » has. ths... IS - 
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To 


To 
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U &...... 
To the faire Mrs E.R. 


MADAM. 


'are lovely faire, and bur I know, 

You are not proud, I would not tell you ſo, 
For my pate I commend your ſweet cecmplexion, 
Nirther tor hope of tavour , nor affeRion, 


| Only fince I have lirle elſe ro doe, 


1 prayſe the moſt prayſe worthy , And tis you: 


| Here's no hard words bur ' in plaine engliſh thus, 
| Y'eare handſme, yoage, rich, vertuous, 
| VVhat can be wiſht for mere? where nature places 


A heaven of beauty in a heeven of graces, 


| Burif you be as free as you are faire 


All's norking , and you are not what you are, 


—— CC. —_— 
—  T——_ — 


Da dextram miſere & tecuns me tolle per 


ondas. 
Phillis, Charon. 
Ph. Boar, a Boar Chayom, come ſer me over. 
Ch, VVho calls.hells fatall ferriman? 
Ph. A Lover, 


Ch. And thou ſhalrNtaythe longer for't I vow, 
Ph, Yotle notbe ſo -unmercifulll rrow. 
Ch, : Left handed Juck Irght on yee every houre 
Ime troubl'd to tranſport ſuch brands as you 
are, 


Ph, Nay 


Ifry already with cranſporting flames 


""lle into Cables twiſt ; 
VVell you ſpeak faire, 


How cam'ſt thou here timely or 'nor?. 


(47) 


Ney good ſweer Cheroncom? 

Yes ſ{weeton till, ; ; 
V Vhen I haye nothing elſe ro do, I will, Þ 
VVhat? - | (ſail: 
Greaſe my Boat , and patch-my ſhartere(F 
And ſet me down and reſt mee; . --| 
Jove what aylc* . (ſtat 
This froward patch? come prethce to thi 
I am a ſtranger, come pur off thy wrath, | 
Herice Cupids brands, | 
Nor ſo, | 


+ Ue come no Nigher; y 


VVhy? | F 
For youl ſer my pitchy Boat on fire, ; 


Such as haye aJmoſt drank up al my ſtream;} 
Canſt thon feare that and ſee: theſe freib} 
ſupplies, ; 

So ſtreaming from the Conduirs of mine 
Eyes? 4 

VVell well, | 

Nay more if Charon ſhall think good 

Theſe Armes as Oares ſhall waye the ftigi- 

_* an flood, 

This waſt thy Maſt: And this diſheyc111 

haire, 


_ _— 


Come then; 
I am athand, bur ere thy foet Boerd mee, 


V Vhat makes that to my ſpeed? Come waſt 
. me over, 
And talke of that anon, - | 


Ch. 


gi- 


( 48.) 
Ch. Nay ſoft,diſcover ;F; 
Or thou art at thy furtheſt; Truſt ao tri 
Nor falfities, But ſweare by ſacred Stix, 
V Vhicheyenthe gods call not to lyes,. 
VVithour the fortcir of their deityes, 
And loſs of Nefay for a hundred years. 
Speak, Phs V Vhar is Phillis faultic here appeares, 
Ch, Thou canſtnor paſs, 
Ph, The gods forbid O ſmother 
Thar breath, This death is worſe then th'o- 
ther; . 
I paft 1aft night, Thar'T implunged in 
For love, and muſt 1 dye again ter fin ? 
Is it decreed? 
C<, Iris, and figned by fare, 
Ph, Ile ſupplicate the Gods they, 
Ch, Tis too late, | 
Ph, Hard hap, but ſawſt thou not my Demophon 
ch, UIdid, Tull Hh 
Ph, V Vhere; 
Ch. Hee is to Elyſium gone, 
Ph, And 1 left here O Charoy prethee either 
V Vaft mee ts him, or ferch him hither, 
Ch, Neirher? 
Ph, Shall helive happy? 
Ch. Yes, 
Ph, Then let me come 
For hee knowes I am his Elyfium, 
Ch; Thou canſt not wretch? 
Ph, Nee? whether ſhall Ichen 
Berake my ſelfe? 
Ch, Toyond fowlef fen, 
Pb, And what aha hve? 
Ch. Stilltideir ro and fro, ' 
| n 


Ph, 
- Eh. 


Ph. 
Ch. 


Ph. 
Cas 
Ph. 


Ch. 
Ph, 


- 'Has thou no pittyleft' for Queens, 


(48) 


In deep deſpaire as thoſe ſelf murtherers doe, 
Secſt thou theſe Troops lke Aurumnnes leavy 
ite, | 
VVhar ſc If bemoaning , whar urpittied coyle 
They keep? Burl ſterne Charg have no carcs 
To hcare their plaints; no eyes to fee their 
r2ares, | 
Have Ilcontemacd life, negle&ed Thrace 
And my i.nperiall iceprer tor this place? Ta 
Blame thine own Raſhnes to anticipate, 
The ſupream: act of Adamanrine face, 


| Ch 


No, now | 

T he baſeſt beggar is 2s grear as thou, -* . - 
O give m: yet a draft of Lerh2,thar' | 
l may forget the tyranny of face. | | 
It cangot be allow'd alas thy woes bt þ 


| _—_— but now 
VV 


en cnd they then? 
God knowes. ; Hi 
Pity ſweer Charon, pitty for his ſake, 
V Vhole innocence muft of my greits pertake Ha 
For hee and 1 Icng fince agreed upon 
This, Hee ſhould Phillis be, 1 Demophoz + An 
Our faithfull lipps were pledges ot i his twine He 
Hee giving his heart, | returning mine, , 
Tis 1 have fin'd, And muſt hee beare the T' 


blow, | Ha 

Tis not my heart, but his that ſuffers now., Ha 

| Ocither yeild thento my juitdeſire, Wt 
Or let meeſuffer in my ſelſe entire, Ne 
Bur if'r may be, Celeſtiall picty 1nove, If 
To ſpare us both, and lay the fault on Loye, De; 


Ch,VVel, 


A491 
, © cb, Weell love ſhall blind the'Gods & pitrie tha] 
7 ' For ,ona;chotaire [ey ton woragyd FR. 


Or it chr. -Gods with nar: commiiferate; ** * 
Il: Reale thee over Mix in ſpire 'of fare 


"Fettere finequer Atheronta movelo. 


— 
nn — a. 


Mi/erum me fuiſſe ſelictm! 
To Mr. H. C. 


ad Palynurus; never ftear'd 50 farre, 
| IL 14s India, where the carthes choyce creaſurcs 
are, 
Z His wooden Caftle, might have ſplit in ſunder , 
| And nere arrived ata nine dayes wonder: 
Had Belliſarrus ,'and 1, never ſeene, 
The faithlefle face of change's changefull queene* 
And tv ſo loftie hopes had no 2dmifon , 
How bleſt bad wee bene in our low condicion? 
Had athenais not Eudoxia bene, 
Thad bene no wound to be throwne downe 2gen; 
Had I nereſene you ( faireft )then my breaſt, 
Had till bene calmic in irs haven of reſt, 
Whart rh*cye nere ſees, the heart nere grieves? had I 
Nere drank at all, then had 1 nere bene dry, -: 
I ſaw you but, and the wing' archers bow, | 
» [Drawn by the artrattiyes of your cyes pei:c'd 
p through, 
My heart, ſo did hee from thoſe eyes procure, 
His bole, his bowſtringe , and his cynolure, 
D Vnlucky 


Co 


a 


LS 
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Galucky luck,with joy and woe ir fills mee, 
Tarentula like, it makes-mee laugh, and kills mee, 
Tis thou haſt wounded mee, and 7 muſt meer - 

My cure in thee, O my ſweer, birrer-ſweer, 


Sic mh; res eadem wnlnus opexeque tulit, 


— 


A, B, Toan Iriſh Gentlewomar 
that ſlighted him. 


(7 Hart time my bloud ſhall boyle ſo in my Ucines 
*" As I ſhall need a cooler for my reynes, 

Le call on Fo. fairer far then you ace 
-Shall eaſe me of my Cod-peice Calcnture; 

Bur if a Priapiſme put me bard upon't 

Ile keep a Cow: And not an Jcith Ronr, 


et 


_— 


_ _—_ 


" To mynoble Coſer AMr.R.C. 
| 
coming in monri-5ng to be 
merry with 3s fronds. 
ANd whyin black ? what means this nights array 
Since ) am frolick as the day? | 


Why comeft thou thus in mourning to thy friend, 
As if ro mindr him of his cnd ? 


ace, 


nes 


Tay 
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In ſuch ſad weeds the unwellcome Raven com? 
To croak out our detetminated doomes: 

Shake of theſe myftic toggs, that wee may know, 
How much wee to thy viſit owe, - 

Come not as thou hid'|t treaſon ia thy ſhrowd , 
Burt lend the ſwelkring Sun thy cloud, 

So ſhall hee ſer him downe and lumber, while 
Thou cher' us with thy ſmile; 


© Howill contriyed is that companic 


VVhere one does laugh, another cry? (black 
This man is cloathed in whit, that blew , thou 
Even juſt like 7effery. 1ames and lack, 
VVhart will the world conclude when they ſee rhee 
Ia this flcabirten liverie? : 
Wee laugh, you lowre,mwee ſinge, your ſerious ſtare, 
Scemes to affe& the marbles fare, 
This diſcord is unmuſicall come, come, 
Vncaſe anmask*, aud let cach roome, 
Thouglideſt through , ſs radiant appeare, 
As if the orbe of light moved there: 
Breake our bright Soule, & give our wonder birth 
Ar the Meridian of thy mirth. 
Truft meet*were good and rare,burt I ſee plaine, 
Thou bring 'ſt old faſhions up againe; 
Thy preſence was a banquer and thou didft, 
reſent adearhs head in the midf, 
So all thy courtefic ru'ns upon cruches, 
Like him,makes a good fcaſt,and grutches: 
But, prethee, ſhall 1 this a viſit call? 
Suer chou cam'ſt to my funcrall ; 
Or i*st becauſe thy clothes gaioft ſurfers be, 
mementocs of mortalirye? 
Voſt come to laugh, And ſet good chear to wrack, 
And yer bring Lent upon thy back? 
Nere fear good Coſ- Heres nothing needs, 
. Such oyermonitory weeds 3 
D 2 Wee 
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Wee have nor to, preſnt you, what is rare 
Only y*are wellcome to our country; fare; 
Good powderd, becfe , good mutton and . gogd 
| ſherrie, | | 
And ſo, and ſo, | pray be merry, 
Wirh which accept our hearts 3 wee. could extend 
no more, ſhould a'll the Gods deſcends 
And if this paper find acceprance, too,,- 
Thar's mote ſir then I promiPd- you, 
Bur I higd rather be abrupt then tedious, _ ,- 
And therefore thus, and only thus /, 
You come in mourning, bur i $i you returne, 
You may leayc'sf , but we muſt mourne, 
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A gratus aaes 


To my highly honoured coxen My B, C | | 
Comming to N orwich.” 504] 


And art thou come boone Bey? them Norwich ſay, 
ſhankes.{ noble Phoſphoy ) for this wifhr for day 
. Then wellcome, wellcome, be they; eyer dumb: - 
That ſay not now wellcome B, «C.  wellcome:; 
Had I bene mure from birth, 1 now had broke, 
All rounge tycs, and with dumb:borne Atis fpoke; 
As Zove. eainc downe the trifle ro diſcuſle, - 
]*wixt frogs and mice; ſo camſt thou downeqo ns; 
Both from a bove:though, here ſcanc difference Jyes; 
Hee came from heave'ns,thou fromearth's paradiſe, 
Yee both deſend , being borh divinely. bright, 
To d->zle our infericur Orbwith ' light : 
The country ſwaines* cauſe they 'alas could ſpell 
No higher. title, call rhee Collene]]; 


Some 
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Some wiſer _ though then others, reaping co: ti, 
Thinke thou art Ceres, and reſound their horne. 


Devourtly beg, thy largelf, andont yyes 
ccto 


The thunder with the of their ct; 
Bur when thou cameſt in at Stephens gate, 
Thou gav'ſt our City cauſe enough of prate;z 
O how the people hurry, hurry ran, 

To gaze upon thee as If morethen man! 
Whar heards of Aproners ar every looke? 
Real wig Foe Norfolks illuſtrons Duke? 
Weavers, like: ſhutles, here , and there per py our, 
And make no'workon't for the revell rout, 

W ho finding how. in yaine they ſtrive for roome, 
Each in a fuftian furreyco his loome, 

Rerurnes, Andarmed with his well try'd beame, 
Leyecls his paflege through.th* opoſing ſtream”; 
You'd laugh to ſees how 'Taylours.Skipt abour, 
As'mad zsdogs rs foe themſelues cur our, 
VViſhing theire needles had no eyes ſothey, 
(. Poeore rheeyes ) miphr ſee their beNytull ro day, 
The that her ſrom the rop oth' houſe, ſcing all , 
Capers as if hee car'd/nor for a fall; ns 
Bur tis rqo-tedious' to recite the reſt, = 

They that were part oth Crowd can wel}you beſt; 
O how they ſhrunk into cach others arme / 

T'was a great mercy; that there was no harme: 
Their bodyes twin'd; and rounges lay never fill, 
As if the rout had bene a twiftring mill. 

In degde the Mayor, and all the Skarler Donnes, ' 
The bells roo, ahd rhe thunder” thumping Gunnes, 
Had benc your enterrainment;- bur of late, 

Tis ſuperſtition; and growne out of date, 

Nor had [| thought tthauc writte, but your advance. 
Conſtraindmee, Orpheus, a trees muſt dance- 
I am created poſt by my Theame, 
Like Mcemnon's ſtatute by Apellos, brame. 


To 


(54) 


——— 


Pr IE 


To the worſhipfull A. D. his, Maje- 
ſties Phyſttian Croſſing the 


Seas. 


A Ccept his ſad farewel], Sir,who bere fings, 
As dying Swans de at Meanders ſprings; 
Farewel), Stop-there; O howthe ſurges riſe, 
Into a brynic ſpring-ride from mine cyes? 
As if yet hope were left that theſe ſale flowes | 
Might lend you Sca room ,or elſe drown my woes; 
And leaſt you want. wherewith to-Gill- your faile, 
My - 1p fell up themſclves into a gale; 
If till be-calm'd, may you ar leaſt yer finde, 
The proyerb true in this, my Words, are Winde, 
Meane time I ſhall ro «4holws repaire, 
Thar he would breath you winde enoughand faire; 
And then, to him commands - the wavye. Courr, 
Tochyde the Dolphins from their ominous ſport; 
Next ile entreart the azure-mantled skies, 
To lec their {miles,be your fgireaugurics;. 
And may your thankfull patients, _ of heaven 
Health for you, Sir,who health ro them have given 
If ameng us to rearrive you pleaſe, 
VVeel iay, Phebus comes from th* Antipedes, 
If yeur return'though,be deny'd by fate; 
Live, Neſftoys years in Fvicenna's ſtare. 
nd AXſculapius-like confirme the Earth 
With faith, that, you are of immorrall birth;. 
This boon I beg, Sir,and:;this only one, 
Now, and then, think-oÞ your poor S;even/op. 


To 
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* _—— 
— 


To the City of 
CRACOVIA: 


Frm Love, but fear of following evills; 
The Moores of India ſacrifice to devills;,. 
So we to Norwich did invite Sir Thomas; 

Only for this, to get bim further from us, 


— TR eee 


To Mr. Rc. E. pon 
The Mourning Ring he ſent mee. 


WW Har, Gall laugh, or weep? this preſcar;- 


Preſent . mee a neceflity of both « 
How can Ithooſe bur ſmile,when 1 behold 
My lucky ſtarrs laden with orient Gold? 
Bur when I ſec it through black Curtains peeping, . 
Ah _ ! 1 rhiok, &c Fall a necPiDg, 

M ons fightand flow, and it appearrs,.. 
Buedfs of Oo wellas grief, finds teares; 
VVhilſt Iehus rapt Nayciſſus-like cſpic 

Sun ſhine, and ſhowers, play Ajrill in mine ey,; 

| See how the Geld bopteps in-ſable ſhrouds, 

{ Like Phebus poſting through the raine-iwolne 


| clouds; 


( 
And well the fimile holds,the black preſcnt 
His ſetting,and the Gold his crience. 
Herenightznd day Lara and Sol aypeare, 
. As ffrruc Aquinox wc: e only here, 
Nor ſhould 1 much miſtake the Aquipage, 
To calr the gelden,in the iron ape: 
I may go boaſt, I on my finger weare 
The pythieſt Hyeroglyphick of the yeare: 
For | can ſummer in thy police read, 
And winter to the life in thy deaths head: 
Pretty, and precious guitr,it ſhowes.co mee 
Buth putitie, and perpetuity; 
For whilſt the Gold th 
The Rivg inſtrufts wy thanks to know no end, 


i 
© — 


y pure love docs commend , 


———. 


To—==ypor 
his icing mee a Library, 


þJOwſay you now? think yeu,T do nor pleaſe 
My friend well, to ubtaine ſuch guiſts es_theſe? 
VVhara whole Libraty.ag once > Who Tookes  ,; 
Upen ir, muſt conclude meein his'books, * * 
104 10 27 4I3GG & 291%, $1.37 


— 


- "Toa Gentlewom nr, that re fuſed. 
4 -be was nt very Diinfl gp. 
on DE. ih tos - 
'Aire Coſen, let me in this caſo adviſe, 
-F To quiet your fancy: and give reaſoneyes: 
2 They 
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They that chooſe apples by their looks,are oft 
Foild in their hopes,and for their folly ſcoft. 
Tis not the outfide makes the man, Alas 
A man's a man, had hee no Noſe on's face, 
Your Lapidaries not unoften note, 
The rarzſt Jewell in a ragged Coat: 
This Genlcman whoſe duuble duty ſetyes you, | 
For ought [ know, is ene that well deſerves you- , _ 
Forſake your eyes herce,and truſt to your care, * 


& Hees ſober,ſteady,ftaid,and fir to ſtcare * 


In this rempeſtuous #ge ; hard hapberides* | 
Such vellclls as haye green heads for! rfieir guides: | 
Bur you ſhall ride. amidſt praud waves ſccure, 
Hee bcing P1lor, And you Cynoſure, 

I could both name the parties, and the 'places, 
Had bargaines toule enough of the faire faces,.. 
Nor yet is-liking allwayes beauitics child, 

Some have more wit then ſo to be begnild 3 - 
Beauties a bloſſony,and fo quickly fied), - 

Tis ſcarce poſteſt, erc.it be vaniſhed: 

Strike while the Irons hot Col. leaſt you find 
The Proverb true, occaſions bald behind, 


| 'To me the man ſeems paſling lovely, Tuth, 


His beauty*s inward, Good wine needs no buſh 
Hee's rich cr.opgh to make the world his debior 
Levc,and lay hold then,leldome comes a bcrer, - 
I had not writ thus nuichybut that I know 

Your parents own it, and &Cviſe you ſo, 

V Vhoſe direory pleaſure bur fulfill, - 

And you do well,though you doinerec ſo ill; 
Re2d,and-reyiſe theſe lines, ſweet Col. leaft you ! 
VVhilſt you your ſelf make faſt, your ſclfe undoe,-. 


To 
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nc. J— 


w_—_—_— 


To a faire Lady. 


M'a'D a nj. 


*F Ard is the task'to write-to ſuch as you, 

- LFor if 1 give you bur whars halfe- your duc, 

Such as are unacquainted with your worth; 

Ace apr to ſay, I highly ſer you forth; | 

Whilſt cheſe that know you, .muſt-.conclude,. with 

mee, 

Your prailc aboye the ſtraine'of flatrery; 

They char nere ſaw rhe glory of the Sun, 

Would think-the Moon, lights only-parragon; 

So ſuch, ro whom ſcarce a good face is knowne, 

Meaſure your beamfull beauty by their owne; 

Whilſt, ſaw they bur. your face , As in amaze 

'Theyd worſhip, what they wonder I ſo praiſe: 

Could you- ( faire ſoule ) but parcell our your 

graces, | 
There were enough t*enrich a thouſand faces 
And mo your ſclfe. ſuch tore, as (though your 
| ighr,. | 
Have RR ſtarres ) you'd fill be Queen of 
night, 

Bar hold my Maſe, my: paper js halfe done 

And Lhave ſcarce her ftory yer begun. 

Bucthat would ask(rs rcll you whar I think) 

A world of paper, and a Sea of Inke, 

Of Inke ſaid 1 > 1pke alas ! 'would make thar, 

A ſporred fame, thar is immaculate, 

No, 1 will rather never write ar all, 

- Then menvion hergwho is all-fwect, in gall : a 
V 


C1 
Hee that the Bow-bell of her praiſe wonld ring, 
Muſt pluck a pineon from a Seraphins wing. 
And writc in Nefar till her fame appearcs 
An anthem to the muſick of the ſpheares - 
But to leave what only my wiſh effc&s, 
My fancy to whars feaſible direRs; 
Ile rob the Swan of her white quill andthen - 
With the ſame gen-knife that 1 make wy pen» 
le lance my purple yeynes, and therewith write: 
Her ftory, like her ſeltin red,and white, 
And when my-bloud ha's all forſeok my veines;,. 
Let mee but be her Martyr for my paincs. 


—— 


_ — _— 


Tomy Miftreſſe. 


2 love me ever all yee powers divine; 

As I love her, whom hope perſwades is mine::: 
Rich then and-happie-were I; thiis ro winne- 
| Abeauty, Heayen withour, and Heaven'withins-. 
Had 1 the world (as Alexanders heire) 
| Left mee, 2 patrimony-high, and faire: 
Enough yee'd think ', yer 1for allthis ftore,. 
| Exteg, ſhee whom 1-loye, love mec; am poore. 


The 
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— _ — — 


The middle- Siſte?. 


}FAIRE.S Ty 


D \me natare ſcems to make your Siſters and” 


As handmaids, that: attend on cither hand); 
To righr, or-lett. l crurne nor, Poers ſay 
The midd-e ts the beſt,and ſafeſt way, 
I view the Temples,and I find them three, 
But ſtiJ] rhe migdle Temple goes tor mee: 
You:. S:ſtcrs arc like-banks on either fide, 
Whilſt you, rhe Chryſtall treame, betwixt them 

 glyde; 

Tis light ac morne, and when the day declines, 
Bur yer, the brighteſt Sun at midday ſhines: 
Merthinks your Siſters ſtand on either fide, 
Like Bride-maids; you in. mid1e like a Brydes . 
D »ubrlgile ig yow-the priddle grace I fee'r .. 
O 1 this fide Faith, on rhart (1d- Charity; 
Myancy ſeems to dire to wy lence » 
A Cawſway,twixt two Dirches or ics fence, 
The 'm »5th and filent flonds,in midle flow, 
B i rt the ſhores marmur;cauſe rhwaicr s low, 
Aad now I tell you,but what the world knows 
Full.well, berwixt two Netles fits a Role; 
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The joviall Journey. | 


uP Phebus cp, and guild the Horizon, 
/ For love, and beouty,are a piogretle gone, 
and'® Stand not to gaze, leaſt thy rov curicus eyc, 
A fairer Daphne,in this Coach eſpic; 
And theu great Princeof winds vouchſafe to us;; 
The gentle guſts .of ſwect breath'd,Zepber ws: 
Come yee auſpicious Choriſtcrs of che airc, ',, 
Ler theſe faire [ adics ſce.yce p'cmile faire, 
Cherp up (ſweer Syren ofthe woeds)nere feare 
—_ Here is ne Tercs, come be meiry here, | 
And if the duſt, it ſe]f-roo proudly reaies,' 
Sorne gentle Cloud rebuke it with irs reares; 
Ler the Earths green Pluſh, and floſculax farres 
out vyc - T TIRE 
The brighrer Orbg,of the froſt warning $kicz .- 
Ler cyery brook preſent ſo:.c pretty toy, | 
And ceyery hedge be lin'd with travelers joyy - 
Grant fates, no inauſpicious hate my Lance - ' 
To crofle,yec,through unlucky ignerance;, 
Bur as the morning,ſo the evening may | 
Anſwer rþe beauty of a glorieus day, 
1hcn Sun, Wind, Bizds,Rainc, Earth and flowers: : 
conſpitc | 
A harmony,next the Cel: ſtiall Quire, | 
And when friends mect,bc your er.Þþtaccs fuch - 
As lovers, thateach miruts ablence gruteh, 
WIR all that ſee, adniie your greeting kifle, 
Az.it the body mit ike fouls 13 Like, 


£ To" 


(.62) 


To my Raivall.. ' 
Preſenting my Mrs. Gold upon. 
Her Journey... 
(flceces? 
How now ( my-hearr of gold ) what meari theſe 
 Haſt broke thy heart and & given it her jn p£ecccs? 
Or didft thou throw thy gold into her lap, 
A ranſom for thy ignorant eſcape? 
Would elſe be. ia-the liſt-of fame enrolld, 
Te court thy love like Jove in ſhours of gold. 
Stare-policic in faith, they wine the Towers, 
That ſhoot gold bullers at the Governours. 
Thou haſt goed reaſon roo, 'ro uſe this ſort, 
Of golden bairrery, to ſo ſtrong a fort, 
Beielve mee, this was'a wellcoyei'd bay, 
You hope, ſhee will in loves exchang repay'e, 
I hope ſo to , faith it was ſauey ſporr, 
Sheuld you not get her portion morrgag*d fort, 
T*may be you-were in feare to looſe ir, and 
Made an aſſurance office of her hand, . 
Or did the charmefull ſparkles of her eye, 
Danrt your faint hart int” a delivery? 
Gee charge the country then; tor itrwas done. ' 
Jam your witneſe beetween ſun, & ſun: 
You that your gold thusroa virgin yeild, 
Doubtleſſe a buſh/had robd you in the field; 
How if some theif ſhould ſtcale away her heart, 
And of hcrportion take thy gold in part > 
This were a'double miſerie, for then you 
Eoofe both-your gold, and your adventure teo, 
Tmay be yowthink you have good anchor-holde, 
in her pockets borrom chruſt your gold. 
Maidens 
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Maidens are mutablc, be wiſe, beware, . 

The wind, & waves, not more unconſtant are. 

But you: have balanc'd hir with gold, leaſt hee 
Should ſuffer thipwrzck in her levitic; 

Faith you-abule your ſclfe, and her much more» 
To give her monic; Give it to. a wharez | 
For I muſt anſwer for her, ſhee don't carrye, 


The ncedy garb , of one that*s mercenarye;. 


I wonder ſhce would take,” But *tis an old. 
Proverb; that none but madfolke refuſe gold. 
Bur all the world ( ſhould you be now. delerted: 
Would ſay , A. foole and's money is ſoone. parted 


* 
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Vpen a Porter Catching a 
Gentlewo mana ſhee paſt by bim. 


—— _— 


Laſt night a Porrer \, ſtanding bythe pye, 

Ar Algate, ſaw a handſome lafle com by, 

To whome hee flew with all his ſpeede rocourt her, 

]-wonder, for ſhee did not call a porter, 

Still hee did huggiand in his armes enfold her, 

As if he meant to heave her on his ſhoulder: 

Hee wound her ſo , a ftander by ſtair ſwore, 
Some gentleman had ſent him for a whore. 

Shee cald him' rogue;and ſure ſhee cald him right 
Yer hee, ſhee ſhould nor goe,lware by his lighe 
Porter ſaid I rake heede, though ſhee be gor; 
Too heavy , firrah; fhee may be too hor, 

Befides (hee's of your trade, And free; ſhee beares 
As many burthens as you for your eares+ 

Though with this difference, ſhee beares tier pack, 
Vpon her belly; y ou vpon ycur backe. 

Yee both weare b2ggs, diſtinguift the ſame way, 
With Fryers ſhee of black, and you of grey; 5 

os. 


— 


. You have 9 pad,and ſhee,for ought I ſaw, 
Was like enovgh to have a pad ith ſtraw; 
You have a Cord you do about you caſt 
Shec had a cordit robe about her waſl; / 
Both have your aptons.Say you have a frock, 
$9 ſhee haes that will rime to ir a ſmeck, 
Shces call'd vpbn,and calls upon her roo 
Sometimes & Porter ſucha knave 35 you, 
But ] perceive you well wherero ſhe ply 'de 
And had the fit come on you now to :ide : 
Jf nor, you are a laſic leoby right, 

To ſtruggle with a burthen was. ſs light. 


—— _ _— — — -—_ 


At a Tapſters wedding. 


_ ] will tell you now a prettie rrick, 

This Tapſter , gat the wench juſt in the nick, 
Shee was; ſtay there ! Bur why ſhould 1 beloath 
To tell the truth > ſhee was, as light as froath; 
Hence 1 perceive,the Proverbs ſomer'mes creſt, 
For ſhee that's hg hr, dces nor lye uppermeſt - 
Shee had been broacht a hundrcd times before, 
No matter, he had rapt as many morc :,- 

Shee's wodeſt though, as V'me an honeſt man 
'Shee bluſhes, juſt like any Cedar Gan, 

And caulc theel be a ſmirking regue,thee-ſweare 


ſhecl ſnatch the ſmiles from all the lavghing bere, | 


". But heres enough of ker,lers kifſe the Cup 
And it her Huzb2and wont:. weel tcp her up. 
As for his part, hee was ſo crankhis geare 
.. Our co his Codpeice, flew like bucile beres 

jp Bur 
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Bur ſhe hoping the worſt did clap herthigh _ 
Cloſe to the --— that nere T drop went by, . 
She was &thriſry wench ke gor from Wopping, 
That thoughr ir fin ts looſe the Ieaſt tap-droping, 
I heard her ſay'my ſelfe :liough he ſhould fill her. 
Up to the brim,he ſhould nor want a Killer: 

She told him of his wenching too,and ſwore 
Unleſs he left ir , ſhe would guir his ſcore; 

Ner ſhould he ramble up and downthe Town 


| Nor draw through any Faf{ct but her'own 


Faith if you do, (and cut an Oath ſhe laſhes) 

He find you ourameng y<ur balderdaſhes) 

And if your tralops muſt not be foriborne, 

Ile break your pots: And make:youdriak in horne, 
Bur end the jcaſt adding ove more t'out paſle ir 
Sce here the Spiggir's mar7igd to the Haller, 


—_——— 
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Summer is Youth in ſprightly Aquipoge,- 
ſs c 


— —_— ﬀ —» 
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} - — 


' Summer. 


gNakes caſt their, kins, and” they are young ago 
Summers the ſubſtance, winr#rhe caſt skines. || 
Winrer's decrepit crafiezulclels' Age- 

Sol's aureat beeme:s lo guild the worlds yaſt ſtage," 
Tyere ſmall miſtake,ro calt the golden pe; : 
Summers. all praite, what necd it then a'Poer (it 
ro lpeak it.faire? fnce who know noug hc elſc,know 
I might imbe11ifh ſummers ſweer cemplexicn, 
Call Winter death; oumr.er the refurre1on) 
And when n y tale with all wy art is 101d, | 

What will the world conclude my news, bur old? 


Nor 
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Nor is it more then children uſe te ſay, 
A ſummers evening, is a winters day, 
Bur lle abruptly off, and whar I haye,. 
Begun abſurdly , as abſurdly leave; 
Leaſt I goe ſcalc rhe ſpheares,aud blinde with light 
Ser in a-cloud & ſimply ſay, Good night; 


In prayſe of winter. 


Haus and Age inhabie the ſame ſpheare , 

Winter is the antiquity gf the yeare: 

Grave figniour Hyems, fo his hoary pate, 

And ſnowy beard, denounce his aged Rare, 

See but how like a ſtatlye traveller, 

Northward hee comes; Autunane's his harbinger, 

That bids the rrees unmaſk , unucyle their bees, > 

That he may read ſubmiſfion on their breaſts; 

Whilſt their green offprin w_ tall, ro greet 

The potent preſence of his Ruble er, 

The gawdy bankes pack up alas/. here comes: 

No midwife: 4pratl;ro unteeme their wombs, 

Nay here the ſhowr*d dewne waters, ſtand amaz'd, 

Rivers are Chryſtallin'd, Neptunes hall is glaz'd, 

Spours have their pendents,paulkry thatch receive: 
ranſlucent Chryſtall, And adornes his Eaves, 

I e1a's afable, bur 1 here preſume 

To juſtific, that Fowe deſcends in plume, 

And that the ſtupid Earth may know he comes, ' 

The o——_ ſend dow®. whole ſhowers of Sugar 

ums, 
Whilſt ftreers are pay'd with Pearl: Ler ſummer 
. boaſt 
Such pomp, ſuch cares,and all ay praiſe is loſt, 


But 


(67) 
But here's not all of winter; you ſhall ſee 
His proyiegnce for mortall wights, whilſt hee 
$ 


Locks up the graine in bolome of the Earth, 
Till Ceres bleſs ic with a thriving birth, 

How would the blade endure th? Eolian tugge, 
But winter guards ir with his ſnow-white rugge? 
We may conclude his power, in that he can 


Enjoyne the Alps a pennance as a man. 
The [av'3s Duſt checkt into mud,and mire,. 


8 Merits no mention, our reports are higher: 
Snmmer breeds ſurters,and infeRts the bloud, 


Winter is haile againe,and makes all good: 
Is beauty of eſteem? then winter can 
Boaſt, hee abſtergerh Summers freckled tag : 
Ladies ſo ſpruce to captivate mens fight 
Borrow _— winds to make thar ſpruſcneſſe 

white, s « age 
Winter makes men couragious, whodare 
Dance upon Thetis lap ar midſummer, 
In Summers dayes eyen length, and lazinefle meer 
Winters are ſhort, The Proverbs,ſhort and ſweer, 
Theres none ſo bad to be call'ddog-dayes here, 
No no we moyec not in ſo baſe a. Spheare:- 
No ſcorching Sun offends , any-man- may 
With a good faggot make a Summers days 

har entertait:ment to a winters toafi? 
V'Vhart Chriftmaſle, pray, can Zune or 7uly boaſt? 
Summer alas hath no Zolian breath , | 
To reſcue his periſhing ſouls from death, 
Flame-colourd* hearth, eycn readyto expire, 
Leoks pale as aſhes, Sol purs out the fire, 
Trees ſtrait are Jopt then and their yerdant locks 
Borrow'd, to border oyt the Chymnie ſtocks; 
Set out with trunks of trees, flumps, a1mes and all, 
As if the Chymnic were ſome Hoſpital); 
In winter time the hearth fands alrer yiſe, 
And men with hands ere&ed-ſacritice. LE 
| VVkila 


(68) 

Whilftin. around the Prieſts of Bacchus fing 

Ingetiicus Anthems,to their grape-crownd 'King: 

In wintct tmen ar'cold m:at make a piſh, i 

In Summrtt rhey are glad of ſuch a dift;* - FTha 
Winter hath doyld,'and bak'r, and roaſt,Ala;!/' Jn! 

Summer rurnes men,as men do beaſts, to graſk, 

VV intttr makes wattes of reaſe,who would. nor rhufJuſt 
Tf peace and plenty have no praiſe, then whar? Þ 
I might enlarge my ſelf, bur thus farre may, * | 
Suffice ro travell on a winters day. © * 

VVho likes nor this, a gods name let him run-' 
Our of Gods bleſſings, into the'warm ſun, 


For 
W218 7 | WETTED © | a2. BAne 
:'Vpox Yorkſhire Ab... Th 
| i 
PO rake your Yorkſbire Ale, 
* Ir did fo. firk my.taile No 
Thar char I had like beſhit mee; - «f 
Beſides , ſo damad a rumouc | | 
Poſfleſt its divelliſh humour, X VV 
As it had almoſt ſplit mee, Th 
2, 
Now hang thee tike of York, F — 
Thou giv*ſtus neither Cork, 
Nor yet conyenient wedges; < 
And know | thy wylic wort, ” 
"= Ap: 


Is wont co make us ſquort 
Oyecr a thouſand hedges, 
| Thar 


( 69 ) 
3: 


That men ſhouldfir and fuddle 
In ſuch a ſink of puddle 
iſ And ro, and fro ſo put her; 
tf Juſtſuch Ambroſia fucks : 
[A Company of Ducks 
| Our of a filthy gutter, 


4. 
For my pars Ile get bay't 
And in my belly lay't 
Haying drunk this dirty flouds 
EV Vhar ere my palat feeles, 
There cannor bur be Eels 
VVhere there is ſo much Mudde, 


&. 


[No mar?” ſuch nappie ſtuffe 
« falling Band, and Ruffc 


Throughour the Cirry, haunts ic,- 


VVhen I drink any more, 
Then call mee ſuch a whore, . 
Asile call her that launts ir, 


6. 
Doubtleſſe the men are mad 
VVhere water may be had 
Thar ſoop ſuch naſty gore, 
Some call'r a zemied 
Apainſt the ſtone, bur 1 
Have laid a ſtone at dore; 


har 


To 


( 71) 
To humour palars, Bur for mine alone | 
Give mee your dealing and your drink right down, 
Haye atthce then (my boy)for a blyth pull, 
V Veel wrap our noſes up in thy Lambs wool: 
And when our Cups advance a loftic hemme, 
VVec'l hum thee up Zobn of Hieruſalem, 


"The Poſtſcript. 
To the precedent Poem. 


TH Uc what? your afgry, twas not my intent 

To flay the Lamb; or hurt the innocent, 
V Vhiſt ! whiſt for ſhame ! leaſt people as rhey paſſ 
Say , Look yce there dwells Ba— 1am and his Als, 
Come fack be wiſe and thy ſelf ſober keep 


And thou ſhalr be mine Hoſt,when they are Sheep 


Tel them the reckning twice twelve pence a peece' 

J'le warrant thee that thou ſhalr ger their fleeces; 

And ler them then come, and laughrhee ro ſcorne 

VVhen thou haſt rurn'd them our, like ſheep ney 
ſhorne, 


ena. ah. I —_—_— 


n— — 


In Commendation of 


Yorkſhire Ale. 


| \y/ Omen be nimble, and let's ſee rby crafr, 
My early ſtomack craves a morningsdraft, , 
- Bring methar Indian por whencel may ſipp 
The NcQar of black Cleppatras lip: 
T 


n, 


(50) 


— 


— 


CD 


To tty right well reckowd hot 
at the Lamb. 


MZ hoſt, or ſhepheard which is firter title 


Since you keep ibcep,though in the barly pytlez 


| They ſay, ther's many a well provided ran me: , 


Comes to turne of his. horne with your. ſweet 
Lamb ef 

The fallow Ewes when the Tups are fled, 

Ser toot, and ſweare theyle drink all weathers dead. 

This though,is much complain'd of, that you keep 

An old brown Curre to worry all your ſheep, 

Nay rore, as ſome report thathave been there, 

There is a kinde of wagick in your beer: 

And Hocus pocus drawes it too, or elſe 

Jr turnes your ſheep to foxes firſt, And then 

A game at Noddy, Theres your ſhcep agen: 

Sure Czrce taught thy Cup this cunning charm 

To meramerphoſc with ſo little harm, 


i 


Bur ſtay ! you keep a Scriv'ners ſhop mee think 


| VVhero pipes for pens ,and beſt bere , ſerves for: 


Jak; 

Fhave clarks roo, and induſtrious ladds, for ſome 

Run, making of Indentures all th* way home. 

Elſe bedding with the Lamb, they rub their eyes 

And ſhake their Eares,and with tbe Jarke they riſe, 

Jle come and fee thee faith mine hoſt, perhaps 

Bring thee as many gueſts,as thou haſt raps. 

Then wormwood; Succory, Scurvy-graſs, & Sage 

With Lemon, ſhall adyance in Xquipage a 
0 


( 66) 
Nor is it more then children uſe te ſay, 
A ſummers evening, is a winters day, 
Bur lle abruptly off, and whar I haye,. 
Begun abſurdly , as abſurdly leave; 
Leaſt I-goe ſcalc the ſpheares,aud blinde with light 
Ser in a-cloud & ſimply ſay, Good night; 


In prayſe of winter. 


Haw and Age inhabie the ſame ſpheare , 

Winter is the antiquity gf the yeare: 

Grave figniour Hyems, fo his hoary pate, 

And ſnowy beard, denounce his aged Rate, 

See but how like a ſtatlye traveller, 

Northward hee comes; Autunane's his harbinger, 

That bids the trees unmaſk , unucyle their he, oe 

That he may read ſubmiſſion on their breaſts; 

Whilſt their green offpring lowly fall, to greet 

The potent preſence of his ſtable feer, 

The gawdy bankes pack up alas! here comes: 

No midwife: Apritlzro umtceme their wombs, 

Nay here the ſhowr*d downe waters, ſtand amaz'd, 

Rivers are Chryſtallin*d, Neptwnes hall is glaz'd, 

Spours have their pendents,paulry thatch receive 
ranſlucens Chryſtall, And adornes his Eaves, 

I e1a's afable, bur 1 here preſume 

To juſtific, that Zove deſcends in plume, 

And that the ſtupid Earth may know he comes, ' 

The Heavens ſcnd down. whole ſhowers of Sugar 

lums. - 
Whilſt freer are pav'd with Pearl: Ler ſummer 


Such pomp, ſuch cares,and all ay praiſe is loſt, 


But 


( 
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But here's not all of winter; you ſhall ſee 
His proyidence for mortall wights, whilſt hee 
Lack up the graine in bolome of the Earth, 
Till Ceyes bleſs it with a thriving birth, 
How would the blade endure th? Zolian tugge, 
But winter guards it with his ſnow-white rugge? 
We may conclude his power, in that he can 
Epjoyne the Alps a pennance as a-man. 
The hayty Duſt checkt into mud,and mire, . 
Merits no mention, our reports are higher: 
Snmmer breeds ſurters,and infeRts the bloud, 
Winter is haile againe,and makes all good: 
Is beauty of eſteem? then winter can 
Boaſt, hee abſtergerh Summers freckled tan : 
Ladies ſo ſpruce to captivate mens fighr 
Borrow —_—_- winds to make that ſpruſcneſle 
white, ; ; 
Winter makes men coura gious,  whodare 
Dance upon Thetis lapar midſummer, 
In Summers dayes eyen length, and lazigefſe meer 
Winters are ſhort, The Proverbs,thert and ſweer, 
Theres nene ſo bad to be call\ddog-dayes here, 
No no we moye not in ſo baſe a.Spheare?- 
No ſcorching Sun offends , any man may 
With a good faggot make a Summers days 
hart entertainment ro a winters toafl? 
VVhart Chriftmaſle, pray, can- Zune or 7uly boaft?- 
Summer alas hath no Zolian breath , 
To reſcue his periſhing ſouls from death, 
Flame-colourd* hearth, eycn readyto expire, 
Looks pale as aſhes, Sol puts out the fire, 
Trees ſtrait are Jopt then and their verdant locks 
Borrow'd, to border ot the Chymnie ſtocks; 
Ser out with trunks of trees, lumps, a1mes and all, 
As if the Chymnic were ſome Hoſpital]; 
In winter time the hearth lands alrer wiſe, 
And men with hands ere&ed-ſacrihice. | 
VVkila 


\ 68) 


Whilttin. around the Prieſts of Bacchus fing 
Ingetiicys Anthems,to thicir grape-crownd King: 


In wintct men ar'cold m:at make a piſh, '' 
In Summet rhey are glad of ſuch a difhs 


Winter hath boyld;'and bak'r, and roaſt;Ala:/ 


Surmer rarnes men,as men do beaſts, to gralk, 
VV inttr makes watres of teaſe, who would.aor rhat 


If peace and plenty have no praiſc, then whar? 
I might enlarge my ſelf, but thus farremay,* | 


Suffice ro travell on a winters day. - * 


VVho likes-nor this;a gods name ler him run! 


Our cf Gods bleſſings, into the'warm ſun, 


oy % 
"—— 7. 4 —_——— 


” 


*Vpox Yorkſhire Ab}. 


1” 
POx rake ye! Yorkſbire Ale, 
It did ſo firk my-ta1le 
Thar char 1 had like beſhir mee; 
Beſides , ſo damad a rumour | 
Poſleſt its diyclliſh humour, 
As it had a/moſt ſplit mce, 


Loems 


2, 


Now hang thee tike of T97h, 
Thou giv*ſtus neither Cork, 

Nor yet conyenient wedges; 
And know | thy wylic wort, 
Is wont to make us ſquort 


Oycr a thouſand hedges, 


Thar 


( 69 ) 
3. 


That men ſhould fit and fuddle 

In ſuch a fink of pudele \ 
ſe ' And ro, and fro ſo put h rs 
x: | Juſt ſuch Ambroſia fucks 

, [A Company of Ducks 

' | Our of a filthy gutter, 


4 
For my part Ile get bay't 
— And in my belly lay'c 
Having drunk this dirty floud: 
: | VVhar ere my palat feeles, 
There cannot but be Ecls 
V Vhere there is ſo much Mudde, 


5. 


No mar? ſuch nappie ſtuffe A 
As falling Band, and Ruffe 


Throughour the Cirry, haunts ic,- 
VVhen I drink any more, 


Then call mee ſuch a whore, 
As ile call ker that launts ir, 


G_ 6. 
Doubtlefle the men are mad 
VVhere water may be had 


Thar ſoop ſuch naſty gore, 
Some call'ra remedy 


Apainſt the Rone,bur 1 
Have laid a ſtone at dore; 


"Ty To 
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To ty right well reckowd hot 
at the Lamb. 


MZ hoſt, or ſhepheard which is firter tirle 
Since you keep tbeep, though in the barly pyrtle; 

They ſay, ther's many a well provided ran me: . 

Comes to turne of his. horae with your. ſweet 

Lamb ef 

The fallow Ewes when the Tups are fled, ; 

Ser toot,and ſwearetheyle drink all weathers dead. 

This though,is much complain'd. of, that you keep 

An old brown Curre to worry all yeur ſheep, 

Nay nore, as ſome report thathave beenthere,, 

There is a kinde of wagick in your beer: 

And Hocks pocys drawes it too, orelle 

Jr rurnes your ſheep to foxes firſt, And then 

Agame at Noddy, Theres your ſhcep agen: 

Sure Circe taught thy Cup this cunning charm 

To metamerphoſc withſo little harm, 


L 


Bur ſtay ! you keep a Scriv'ners ſhop mee think 
VVhers pipes for pens ,and beſt bere , ſerves for- 
n . 


bl 

Fhave clarks roo, and induſtrious ladds, for ſome 
Run, making of Indentures all th' way home. 
Elſe bedding with the Lamb, they rub their eyes 
And ſhake their Eares,and with tbe Jarke they riſc, 
Jle come and ſee thee faith mine hoſt, perhaps 
Bring thee as many gueſts, as thou haſt raps. 

en wormwood, Succory, Scurvy-grals, & Sage 
With Lemon, ſhall advance in Aquipage 


To 


(71) 
To humour palars, Bur for mine alone 
Give mee your dealing and your drink right dowr 
Haye atthce there (my boy)for a blyth pull, 
VVecl wrap eur noſes up in thy Lambs wool: 
And when our Cups advance a loftic hemme, 
VVec'l hum thee up Zobn of Hieruſalem, 


- The Poſtſcript. 
To the precedent Poem. 


Uc what? your afgry, twas not my intent 

To lay the Lamb; or hurt the innocent, 

V Vhiſt ! whiſt for ſhame ! leaſt people as they paſk 

Say , Look yee there dwells Ba— lay and his Af 

Come Ffack be wiſe and thy ſclf ſober keep 

And thou ſhalt be mine Hoſt,when they are Sheey 

Tel them the reckning twice twelve pence a peece 

J'lc warrant thee that thou ſhalr ger their fleeces; 

And ler them then come, and laughrhee ro ſcorr 

VVhen —_ haſt rurn'd them our, like ſheep n 
orne, 


cm. as 
—_ 


—— — __ 


— — 


In Commendation of 


Yorkſhire Ale. 


\y/ Omen be nimble, and let's ſee rby craft, 

My carly ſtomack craves a morningsdraftz 
Bring me that Indian por whence may ſipp 
The NcQar of black Cleopatras lip: 


The 


(72) 
The marrow of Malt: where the nut-browa roaſt Mow 
Smiles in the flowric Alc, whoſe mirthfull hoaſt ----{f it b 
Makes mee turne Marriner, and hither faile 
To court the confines of this famous Ale, "—_ 
{his noble Ale,this moſt ſubſtanciall liquor, 
That chears the Stage, and makes the Genious} Þ 

uicker, ' 
Ideots a ſhip board fick, accute the. Scas, WW 
Whilſt their own fowle Romacks are the diſcaſe -+ 
So fooles pick quarrel} with purecleangng Ale 
Becauſe ir doth Sir reverence wring theirrailc; 
Mee thinks this Ale;and the old wite agree, 
So well,as Here and her Nurſe I ſee. 
Would but good fellows mect,our daylic club 
Should 'aR the Siſters at the Danaan tubs 
Bur ſtay,” I feare,while 1 ths idolize 
| The ſbcine of Ale, | bur cnbancethe price, 

Be therefore this ſufficieng to be ſaid, 
Alive tis Ale, And Aqua vite,dcad, 


Upon 4 hungry gutted Porter. 


N®o marycll Chapman falls ſo to the ſcrap, 
The firſt, and beſt part of. his name is chap: 
Which if a man but ſpell, he eafily can 
Perceive,;more letters go roChap,then man, 
Yer this is all bur mirth,alchough perhaps 
He may conceir I rake him on the Chaps. 
Wellit 1 do, my frolick is ro ſwap Wh 
My nimble braine, againſt his nimble chap, 
Yer this by way of leaye ile adde,a more 
In fitting poſter never kepta dore. 


How 


(73) 


\& Mow ſhuuld he ope it? tor hee never heares 
fir be rrue, The belly hath no cares, 


———————, 


uf E.B., To his noble friend; that gave 
him a new paire of Boots, 


and Gloves, 


Neyer drew on a compleater Boatz |: {2 
| The bluſhing rop makes me top gallanr,and 
BMe thinks 1 doen beds of Reſcs ſtand: 
Nay even the very leggs do ſcem to owe 
FT hcir orient rin&ure to the Sennes of Boy: 
Nor can I chink but Zove-Lov's- 7o*-hide 
Was purchaſt, te complear this Ocrcan. pridcy 
Who haring been the thunderers Curteſan, 
Bluſhes to crib it with the Calves of man: 
\BThe wax was borrowd from the Lillyes bed, 
And the three Siſters ſpan, and cur the thred, 
The Byor in the exa&eſt mode doth fer, 
All (in a word)from top to roe is neat, 
As for the Shoemaker 7 can only tell, 
For one hee never ſaw, hee firs tne well, 
Yeur Gloves too make me ſpruſe, as Fobs a G nt 
Proteſt (ſweer Sir)you are right Cordevanr, 
For you have given mre Boots, and Gloves to 
boo 


( v1 
What ſhall 1 ſay ? y'have bound mee, hand and 
toor, . 


R E A.B. 


| (74) 


A. B. to his ſhoemaker, vY 


Girra looke to'tI ſhallredyce your pride; 
Ripup your roguaric'and rew Your hide, 

My weatkcr long ſhall apr a time for rh*nonce 
To ftreatch the lJatchers of your. logger ſconce. 
You were too high ith'inſtep, Ym atraid, 

Your lottinefſe will ſoone be underlaid; 
Criſpize couchr in a ſhoemakers diſguiſc, 

| Cauſe none ſorbaſe to cheat inquiring eyes, 
Yer to fit mce ſhould Cr;/pix come ra doc'r, 
Ci1ſpine , by Jove hee came bur to my foot. 
And doſt thou wretch to reach this head of mine, 
Muſter thy bruflels as the Porcupine 

Her quills/preſumprious traſh, 1 could. affor1, 
To ſend the challenge to the cutting board; 
New yampe your manners*, & more modiſh bee, An 
Leaft Peter ireatch you on a exofle graind- arec: _ 


Where bcing once ſer up, tis'ten to one, t 
You'l find it harder to come off, then. one: Ye 
Villian avant, henceforth nere locke to bave 9 
The lengh of my foor,fince y'have plaid the kna Th 
Noe noe, F view your bill and there I ſee, An 
The very placewhere my ſhoe. pinches mee; Ca 
Bur make your marker pray of whart. is paſt, 3 
Fellow beleve'tof 'me y've had Your laſt; Ye 
And thar' the world may ſee inevery line, "> 
I Gr thy foor, «s thou haſt firred mine. Q 
Thus 1 in fine tranflare thee, goe, extend - 
Tby baſc ſpun thread, to make a Coblers 8nd, F 
> F811 % 
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_ —_— a 


Vpor his giveing a payre of ſhoes to © 
' pet the former paper anſwered. 


le 9 0 


o 


gilly, and ſenceleſſe, knockt there heads together) 


To forge a fooliſh anſwer, knowing neither, 
To whome, nor how, only tlicy would b'lure forth, 
Some thing,chat men ni! hrſce their want of worth, 
I'le bray you it my iniottey fooles, and then, 
Make yee a paſtique for the worſt of men, 
Incorparare yee veſlells, ba 2 ſurd, 
Witch Album Gracum, «nd the ike rurd, 
Compound yee up into a pocky pill, 
VVich C. & G, RP D. & Safeperill, 
And-Saffafras, whilſt al that. ſee yee, ſhall , 
Say yee are roguts A exiphativacall, .. " "8. 
1 hopeirſhall ſuffice, Whenl have broughr, 
Ycur bodyesinto atomes,watle then neught; 

Some fiſhwives kiſt your fancies,raught ye prate 
The rabulous diale& of NaiOgs gate. 
And yer 1 lik'e your taile timber for-ir, 
Came Juſtin tiaic as 1 had liſt to ſh, 


Sans Ceremonic ther end theſe Jarrey, 


You and your'Poct afcer kille'ming A— .. 

bur did thotr thinkup to reveng ro clifbe?> 

By a poere mercenary, hacking ryme, (firetch, 
Or that thou couldſt thy letherne purſe-ſtrings 
Vnto the latirude my braines would reach? 

Away , poore foolc {when my- keene ſaryrs come, 
Off with your har, and ſcrape your anſwer,mumme, 
Shay ld ſtthou buy lines , to anſwer mee thou fopp 


4 [Ye write , till't coſt thee all the ſhooes ith m_ 
cs 


E 3 
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Alice Goffe. 
A poore woman taken ſtealing ſoaps, | Th 


wW by how now woman? what's the newesbel; 
ou ſerve'd the grocer dura ſlippery trick, 
T'was very cheap, nay marry you muſt thrive , 
If wee pay ren, & you get under five, | 
Bur ſtay they ſay the. grocer rurn'd his eyes, _ 
And you ſtole, both the cuſtome,and exciſc; 
And well' enough you did, but a rope 
The miſcheife lyes, you thould have left the { 
You made waſh way with't, being bur a reach, 
Bur have a care, ith end 'tmay coſt a ſtreaxch, 
You know the brovetb, ri's as true as old, 
If the one chance to ſlip, Chother , will hold, Þ 
Alas you never could have ſtolVne a badder,. .. 
Commodiric, Sope brings you to the ladder, 
You think to have't with a wer finger , bur 
A cleanly rheife had betrer be a ſlur, 
Come, Come, ſtay the hoggs leiſure pray, IT hi 
As good as you doth waſh with Lincolnefhrie ſo 
If you ſteale ſope to make your clothes ſo fine, 
Youle bring” your ſelfe, as well as them), ro thy lis 
Yer I confcifc, twas pictic goody. Goffe, , i ... 
Stcaling goes ſoap, you came no cleanlyer of, 


(77) 
Tomy Noble Friend, 


His after-noon your rideing Boottand brnds, 
Tra good grey cloak,and Gloves came to my 


hands; | 
p | The Gloves were trim , the Cloak moſt purely 
feeles | 
cl ſhe bands, and Boots have tyde-me neck & heel, 
ck i=% = Wo S, 


hg Ce Inn 


To the ſame Gentleman deſiring 1%) 
verſes upon any price and on 
k is ſending mee a 
mew Suit, 


__ out vpont / whar price ? pray doe you 
think? F 
A peice of paper , and alittle ink? 
If you like our poerick merchandiſe, 
Traffick, and your acceprance is the price. 
| For mce Jthigk ir eyen in juſtice meer, 
"T So long as you finde Boots, that we finde feet; 
lo Sir in a word » your Jove reruznes with ours, 
Our ſuit accepted was, and [o is yours. 


4 
lin, 


_— COO— 


Cc —— 


To a Schoole maſter. 
In exuſe of 1,55 Scholler G.Green, 


— 'T His duskie n orne the youth was overſeen 
| Pardon good Sir , intruth the boy is Green, 
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To my valued friend: A New-years 
RR | 


Hi I but Mydes:Chymick tuch, 

My new years gift ſhould now be ſuch 
Europ ſhwuld ir admire ; But 1 

Talk of Larks in a falling skie; 

In ſtead therefore of hopeleſſe pelfe, 
Deyite' but acceptance, and my ielfe 

am your oblation, but alas / & 

How thall this guitt for current paſs? 
Since whar I here preſent unre you, 
Being given you long a goe owe yoli; 
Since then our gifts prove empty diſhes, 
Weel furnjſh them with, wholiom wiſhes; 
Our fiſt be rhis, where cre you cone;:+ 
May you bur vicw, ,and overegmey. | 
Weed wiſh yoyyonger brothers wir, , 
Bur that yee ſee — bonad.with it, 

May ſhee thar.mpves your amoſous thirftt 
Be wounded, ang .your priſacr firſt; 
And'let her uncencealed fires ,, " 
Fement your tempexare;defiress; | +; | 
May fayoring heaven, lend her no reſt 
Onany Pillow but your breaſt; 

And when glad Hynexs holy twine, 

Hath clapr her Lilly hand in thine,; |: | 
.1 hen ler thine armes at once-enfold 
Faire Hellens face, and Dinaes Gold ; 
May all her care, and ftudybe,,. -. # 
To love,and bebelov'd of thee; 


} z 
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A114 to etetnize mutual favour, 
H ayens make her ſuch as thou wouldſt have her 


I envic,any foes ſhall make 'yec,. | | 
B: this their curſe, A Good yeare take yeec, +» 


ALE. 


S this that Ale to which the Dyers fl:w 
So faſt , to wadd their Copper noſes blew, 
Bidding old tinge Curt-throat berc,adicw? - 


Then give us Ale. 
I« this that jolly juyce, thoſe bowfirg bratts 


Soakr in; And on their ſhoulders fer their fatrs 
V ich Rams-hoads,ſpite of Rainbowes in their harsÞ 


Y 


T hen give #3 Ale. 
Is chi: that Yoykſhite Rtuffe dig fo confound; 
And ſend a way the Weavers ſhuttle crownd, | 
That they could neither finde nor fecl rhe ground? 


T hen give us Ale.- 


Is this that temple, where the weavers lay 
To meer the merry Merchants,@ay by day, 
And doublc Ale their fipgle ſtuffs away? 


Then give us Ale, 


I5 this that ſe r-uch talkr of Northren hue, 
For which both fimpletons and ſages come 
I» this that Layjatan— tanta? lo; — but mum, 


E 4- T bers 
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T hen give us eAle. 


T< this that Ale that makes you dyers be 
So oft from home?pray tell me where were yec? | 
S 11.14 allbe hang'd that from rthcir Colours fle, 


They give us eAle, 


Is this that ſame that did ſo much beſor 
The roaſted Combergas he quite ſo1 got 
15 Wn, And new calls for the other pot? 


Then give #s Ale. 


Yea give us Ale, for now [| finde it true, 
That Merchants, Weavers, Combers, Diars too, 
And all the world, this liquor turnes truc blew: 


T hen give #s Ale, 


As for your Poet his unfeyned wiſhes 
Are,thatthe Ocean were ſuch Alc as this is, 
That yee, and all true trouts might drink like 
bſhes, 2 
| Then give ns Ale: 
And for o'd Margerzethat Northern minks, 
For mypart; iluch Alc as ſhec brews, ſhee drinkes, 


I— 
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AViſet. 


Aft Fryday,ro my neighbours houſe ] Repr, 
| Bo re whe Howpitallity he kept; 4 
Soon Ieſpid bis Chimnic like a Maiden 

1n the green fickneſſe, with her colour fading, 
B'uſhlefſe, and bleath, on]y herein they ſever : 
This a numme Palſfic hath, and that a Feaver: 

| Neighbour 


nb 4 et bed 4G LA 1 9 PISS |_|" 


\C 8x ) 
Neighbour ſaid I, your Chymniesto be ler 
Why (Sir)quoth hee, you ſce no bill ont yer; 
Well then,taid I, to pur you out ofdoubr , 
I guelle ſo, cauſc your fire is going out, 


< 
—_— — 


To the World. 


cOme ſay-Deucalion made the World 


Rep«cpuleus, with ſtones he hurld 
Orer his ſhoulder; On my life 
Tis falſe, Hee hurld them'ore his wife; 
And ever fince *thas been the faſhion, 
So to hurle ſtones in generation, 


— — * - 
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O. P. to Ai C. that' over/old him a Horſe to 
pay him at the day of his marriage , he 
being contrated and to marry With 
in tex dayes: O.P. not drea- 
ming of any-ſuch matter. 


WHy hew now Fockie> whar upse n the Carch? 
Had I ſuſpeRcd yours, *thad been no match. 

Look how the Proverbs croſt, you'i haſtily benc 

To marry,yer nor you, but 1- repent. 

How Wave my ſtarres my credulous hopes ſtill croſt® 

You ride a cockhorſe: 1 muſt pay the Poſt. 

Hence 1 the creme of the eanceitcſpic, 

You were though cloſe, as bet upon't as 1; 

But 7 had ſmeJr you cut,and ficpr yeur ceurfe,, 

Had 1 had as much forecaſt as my horſe, 

\ bat will men ſay to whom this Qurys role>- 

Put 1 and not my herke,am buught and ſuld ,- 

Yow 


(82) 
You have my monie, and 1 hope with ir 
] hat [ have paid for both your botſe,and wit” 
\whilſt it muſt be of all che world confeſt , 
On your ſide a good bargaine,minezgood j*aft; 
Burt don ang palt, I ſhall revive noftrite, 
Burt take my beaſt, Sir, as you rake your wite. 
Whom herein I preſume L make my debtor, 
You, double paid,muſt do your work the bertcT * 
la brict tis thus, neither berrer nor worſe 
You up, and ride,and | muſt hold your berſe..: 
Whilſt I conclude as ſad experienccacaches, 
Nt only you,bur your horſc over-reaches; . 
Burt "twas ſo cloſe,ſo ſlighly broyght abour, 
N:ic her my horſe, nor 1 cauld Rtumblc'r out, 
Y*r thus-much might be ſpoken on my fide, 
Sclling your horſe,who'd think you mcant to 11dc?- 
Bur twas my Etror to conceiye you lackt 
A Nag, your wife I hepe found one well backt, | 
] might have lookt him inthe mouth I ſee, 
Neither your borſe,nor you are over free: 
My bargain, Sir, was bad,and you have done mee 
Some injury. with mine own horſe Your run mee, 
Bur yer if your civility extends 
To this requitall, we are adfolure friends; 
Since you are hec, whom I did ſo confide in, 
You'Fonly.lend mce yourold boots to ride in, | 


Pp INS 


| Upon the name of the ſawre borſe 
being calieq Butler. 


. 


Hrler / why that ſounds draſr herſe, bur 1 ſee 


thee, 
But 


Thar thou canſt ſcarce draw thy leggs ajtcr | 


- 
e, 


" OO 


C 383) 

Bur yet thy crafty Maſter laid a ginn Sb 
And thou, and hee, made ſhift ro draw Mee IF. - 
Bur Troy will tell thee theſe are things of courle, + 
Syuox could do it with a wooden ho! ſc. 


..- _—— 


| p——_— 


PlſeudoPoeta in a paper of falſe verſer 
inve)ing againſt Tantalia for her 
lyeing tales. 


: 


Ghe l condemne Taxtelia, and not you?” _ 
Her tales were falſe, your verſes are not true, - 
Be gentle pray, you ſcem to have forgot 

The proycrb,whilſt the kill upbraids the por, 

| Come, yee are guilty both,ot overſight, 

| Neither your verſes, nor her tales are right; 


' | Yea I could ſhow you too as many ſlips 


In your falſe fect, as in her faltering Vps; 
' Bur 1 excule yee both,tor you perchance 
| As well as ſhce, did it in. ignorance, 


Veniam petimus dabimuſqae. 


4 


Upon Eis Pidnre 
Prefixt to his A manack. 


| WF: baſe aſpeR is this? didſt thou deviſe 
This baggy look , ro be thought weather 
wilc? 


Gypkc, 


| (84) 
Gypſies doc juſt the ſame, they get an 311 
And counterfeit complexion, that's their ki. 
Bur thou, as thine owne patron didſt advance 
This front; Alyce had need of coumenancc. 
W hence, by the by, no wiſcman undertakes, 
The patronage of any almanacks, 
Yer 1 durſt ſweare, ther is, if truth were known 
Nothing in thine, bur the fooles face thine ow nc, 
"That preface falſe and foul nor is that yes 
Thine owne, bur like the reft they counterkc ir, 
ut mum-n , fince I have lately underſtocde , 


Yetthus by way of caution, rake heede how, 
You tellalye , And ſct a face on*ttoo, 


FO © OS — 
- —w__. 
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To Mr. upon his 
filly. Epitaph in print. 


Bu didſt thou pump this lamentable uff.? 
Prreſt the lines are pirrifull cnuffe; 

Thy arc ſomewhar ſhallow, bur if thou wouleſt keepe 
her 

Immortall, let th* ingraver fink them deeper. 

T ou, for the funeral), didſt thy verſes fort, 

A. m-:n doc ſugar plum*s, ſome long, ſome ſhort: 
*Cwas goodluck thongh, they ro thearſe were pin'd 
Elſe being lame tha'd ſure been left behin'dz 

Bur have a care, leaft with affront you greet, 

The collcnell, ro ſend his wife a ſheer; 

Sure ſhee was rich-enough, ro leave be hinde her 
Ocher gate ſtuffe,then thy towle ſheet, ro wing her, 
n.r 


Thar you with the fowre hundred propheſic gocd, 
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Di4'& thou intend this fing ſong ro her honourF 

Thoud'ſt plaid the Sexton, x thrown dirt upen her, 

Thou thouldſt have lighted tos why diſmall daſhes 

Ar the next torch, and cry'd aſhes to albes; 

Then, 3s her preiſt, or pt chooſe you whether, 

Thou'dſt bury'd tame, and body both rogetber. 

Had'ſt thou ſoopt ſack, it would have brought thy 
chymes, 

In berrer tune and teught thee lofticr ry* mes. 

But 3h ! thy, muddy fancy ſhowes we clear- 

Thou ta2d#R among the beggers, ſerv'd with bear, 

Thou? Iſt better brooke an clegiak jeaſt,, 

And made an affidavit mortua eſt, 

Yer.* cwas well done CVavouch ic with thy name, 

Leaft honeft mcn - ſhould ſuffer for thy ſhame. _ 

. Thou ſay'ſt thy belly ſhakd when thou didſt wii; , 

I thirk ſo too, the divel a verse was right. 

Whcn myill fortunc*s dcad, and 1 would laugh, 

Le ſend torthee to jerke ans Epitaph. 

Thow wouldſt be buth a Poct, and Attorney,: 

Alas thy braines won't ſerve thee halfe the journye 

Would'ſt be a poct and arturney? Harke 

Wharl adv ſc, lcarne firſt ro be a clark, 

Bur here*s cnough ; hee that writ this, hee knowes,, 

The muſes never dwellin Silly Howle, 


ns 


On the Gun- powder treaſon. 


No”, fooles ! how think yee is there not a God? 
Ask bur your backes, that ſmart with your owne 
rod, 
When yee prepar'd this cup, did yee then thinke, 
The diegs ſhould be the draught your ſelves muft: 
driuk ? 
: done. 


Doubtleſſe,  yee'd not have dig*d ſo deepe a pitt, 

Had yee but dream'c your ſelves ſhould hanſell ir; 

Bow black was this eclyple? what mean'r yee by*? 

A flame, and yer no light; rwas hell fice right. 

VVas ever vulcen matcht with ſuch a hornc? 

Bur hee that ſatc in heaven laught yee ro ſcorne. 

V Vhat at one blow both court and commons ? piſh 

*Twas buta falfific, a: Cal gula's wilh' 

Yea bur falſe fire, by heaven the touch hole was, 

So ſtopr the flame could nor to th* barrel] patle, 

BleQ bs the churches great protcCor for'r” / 

*Twas yee gave*fice,bur wee gave the report, 

Infernall Angells 6ght with Gabyzell, 

And heaven ir ſcltc ſecwes undermin'd by hell, 

Bur. O how vaincly the black brood of night, 

MartiaN-cheir mates againſt the fonnes of light ? 

Fear not Bethu'iz. Holoferenes ſhall, 

Be dead drunk ,and by his owns fawchin fall. 

Goliahs boaſts are breathlelie, mercilefle Mydian * 

Muſt buckle to the brandifht blade of Gidesn.(knock 

VVee need nor fearc, nor care wee though hell 

Our temple's built on an impregnable rack; 

Preſery'd by preyidence, Babcllsbratts may kick 

Burt never move our heaven fixt candle tick, 

Tis Kome muſt ruine Rome, tis not yuur ginnes, 

Are able ro enſnarc us, but our ſinnes: 

Puffe rill yee pant againe, alas / fond foe, 

You doe bur aſhes off our alrers blew, 

And whilſt your bell-hacht plots, your hate reveal! 

You don't extinguiſh , bur infl-me our zcal, 

The wind,that ſhakes the boughes,faſtens the root; 

And you confirm us, whilſt yce goe abour, 

Thus ro ſupplantus; ruſh ! yee doe but hence, 

Endcare. us to” Air Gad, for new defence, 

By would you be reveng'd? then thus Ter'r be, 

Plor fo, $5 he that made the cyc, may'nr ſee. 
72S To 
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To the right bonourable the C, of 
DJ RR: BT 


[romifing a Gentleman her Kinſwouman 
11 m4rtttge, : 


MAD An; 


Tx charmetull language from your lips diftild 
My ravithr cares with heavenly mufick k1l'd, 
Had 1 led Loye unto your Neeces heart; 

And praid him there transfix his keeneſt dart 
His being blind would have left him exempt 
From penalty, And charg'd the whole atrempt 
On my accompr, whole boldne's durſt atpire 
(Promethexs like) unto celeſtiall fire, 

Twere lecriledge, and juſt ſuch,to bercave 

Dianx of a Nunph,wirnour her leave. 

Or ſteal « ſtarre from off his region 

Whilſt Phebe fl: pt with her Endymion, 

I had been fellon to your honours bleud 

And ſtaIne a cignet from that royall floud. 

Had not your grace fi:ſt given m2 my beok 
The golden Sceprer of your gracious look, 

But now with hu+:ble confidence I 1eforr 
To this faire ſtream, having y our warrant for% + 
Only ler me beſcech your honour that. _ ww 
You'd ratifie ir with a ſecond date, |, 1 
1 hen being armd with this encouragement 
My ncxt addrefie is tothe Lady bent:, 


My 


(88) 
My. foxtuncs balance, on whole only breath' 
Depends the {entence of my life, or death, 
If ſuch a watch felicitate my life, 
Ite trear+ her asmy - Miſtreftie though my witc. 
Ie Dudy what may pleaſc her,and contend , 
Wirth fatc, to make her happic to the «nd, 
As for you gratious madam)deigne mce ſtill, 
The clear becames of your ladyſhips good will; 
So ſhall 1 be afwi'd what I commence. 
Shall ripne in ſuch ſun light :nfluence: 
Mecane while no thought ſhall from my breaſt ariſe 
Bur whac 1 gdarepreſent as ſacrifice, 
Thus ] returne my ſelfe to both, whilſt ſhee, 
Pollefle my heart; your grace commands my knee. 


AC ———_—_— ec 
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The weaver:M emento mori, 


-.. A N honeſt wearer willing to make ſucr 

A His ſoulc and body with arts ligatur, 
Berooke him to his trade , and having got 
The knack on'r, knir them on a weavers knot. 
Bur death a craftic merchant found a brack, 
And let him plaincly ſee rwould.hould no tack; 
Here's tuft c quoth hee, alas r'will ſcarſe be worth 
The looking on, when ] haye laid: ir forth , 
Where is the freſh glofl}, is this the lively red? 
* You ſpake of?-tuſh tis faded, fi:d, and dead, 
Alack and well a day the weaver laid, .. 
How dearly haye } for this colour paid? 
Ang yetirt gives you no content, bur J, 

Pobre } muſt Jet, nuſl Icaye wy work and die, 
v 


. —_— 


Ah 


iſe 
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1 mee jmpartiall death where thou doſt cemt, - 
Thou either curſt of, or concludft the thrum. | 
My bcame 1s ftrorg, but firengh will nor prevaile 
Gl) alt's ſpcarc ſtuvur as my brame did faile; 

My nimble fl.uttle flitting here, and there, 
Preſents my li fe's in flable charaQterz 

Mark but how [wife it to its exit tendes, 

So flectly fly wee all unto our our ends; 

Je purs bur forth, and arirs port arives, 

So doth our death begin ercn with ovr lives, 

My globc like wheel abour its pole is huild, 

Juſt as the heavens are rapt abour the world, 

Ang turning to my filling boy behind me ? 

His winding pipes, does of my wind pipe mind mee. 
Jf hee Nang Rill J niuſt not work, if theaire, 

Fill not my pipes my work will ſoon impaire,' 

A conftant motion to my trade belongs, 

So nature hath her loome, my breaft, my lungs, 

My blouds her poſting ſhutle ſwiftly flies, 


' Through the ftrait conduirs of my arteries, 


My purple ycines her warping is, my haire 

My tendons find, my neryes her tackling are. 
My ſolid parts, my able bones are ſcme, 
Appointed beamcs, ſome holdfaſts of her loome ; 
And thus in there owne lomes doe all men weave, 
And women too from cradle to theire grave. 
Nor ceaſc wee all a boye a n-inives breath, 

1ill wee be turned out of worke by death, 

Thus from thoſe inſtryments by which Jearur 

My Iivclyhood, to dyc I likewiſe learnt . 

I looke but on my eyes,. And | can read, 

In th: m the ſepcration of ny thread, 

In laying of my ceulours, fill 1 found, 


| The loweſt, a memcnto of the ground. 


The faſhions teach mee fince they keep no lay, 
The faſhion ofthis world pailcsaway, 
Come 


( 90) 


Come then and wellcome death 1 have enough 
OF. this vaine world , Its fraile, and druggie ſtufte, 
Can tempt mine cycs no more , come fetch me 

home 
He give my life, for death; my loome for Icme 


—— 


LE—— 


To Conſtantia 


J** others ply the oares t'wixt doubrs and fears, 
For I am paſt thoſe rocks, thoſe rydes of tears, 

My ſullen ftarre is fallen, warr's paſt, and 1 

Laiden with trophies of my viforie, 

How doe I blcfſc my fate that I did meer ? 

With one ſe faire, ſo.fairhfull, and fo ſweer, 

My humble knee bowes henceforth to r.o ſhrine, 

( Though Yexus were thy riyall ) bur to thine, 

A pr ny edeareft, happic hee may lye, | 

 Vnderthe, tropick of thy gracious eye, I 

Nothing bur death ſhall my firme faith remove, 

Nothing but:the cold flore ſhall coole my leve. 

The Gordeon (knot thatcould not be unty d 

By art,did Alexanders ſword divide- 

Our love knot's faſter,nor (hall armes, nor arts 

Valink the chain of our vnited hearts. 

The noon-eyd ſun may chance run retrograde, 

And 3s a Daphne follow his own ſhade. 

Heaven may deſcend to earth, And earth aſpire 

To Heaven, And water be art peace with fire, 

Fiſhes and fowles may change their elements , 

And take a glory in their new contents. 

Bur when I faile, but when I ceaſe ro loye, 

The center ſhall from irs fixt baſe remoye, 


VVhen 
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YVhen I divid the thread our loves have ſpun, 
The fircames ſhall back upon there fountaines 1un- 
This I conclude a poſhbiliie , 

} may forger my-name ;' but never thee, 

Ceres cickle ; whether arr thou gone, 

Sec*ft not ous hopes into full harveſt growne? 
Ccme booneſt Bacchus,come Jer's bave ahealkh, 
To eur beſt wiſhes; love harh ſtore of weakh, 
View here our vintage, ſee our bleſt increaſe, 
Of ſwelling grapes thar only wav the preſſe . 
Haſt Hymen bat, for wee muſt find in you, 
The end of our d<fires and yerſes too, 


4 
= 


_ To Bovino, 


a , = 
.Y a$f fou.weant Tprize, .. 
S$r oa] bite; ee or Bet fa. 


; Puſtwforward 


our good mogion Sir,-your may; 
Encyexſe my Tandlords cot <td. y | 
Bur"to1peake Haked rruth rify Tay thar you, 
Doe nor rin r& zhe bull, bur to the cow , 

V Vſiexe you four ſclfe in manner of a bull, 
Doc*give Eufopa her white belly full, 

is - Mo veing gone balyes 


And as x 
In ee.now ya h ; he Calves, 


But have a care St. 2 


ates are near, 
You'l run your ſclfe out cs you be aware, 
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The FLEE TS. 


YT wiſhes greet The Navie of the Dutch 

T he Engliſh fleet 1] all good fortmnes grutch 
May no ftormes toſſe Vaantrump 4nd his-Sea forces 
T he Harp and Croſſe Shall have my daily curſes 
Smile g entle fate - Oponthe Dutch and Dane 
U pon our State VV ait their eternall bane: 
Attend all health The ('avalering part 


T his (ammo wealth. 1 rvallew not a fart. 


(93) 


Om 
— 
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To adrunken Porter reeling into the 
Ring to wraſtle with a T aylor. 


HE hey pot- valiant Porter, friend, I feare, _ 
That you have ſomewhat more then you ca 
eare, | 

You make mee laugh to ſee you face and crack, 
You puppiec,I ceuld beare you on wy back, 
Ourof the Ring unlefie you were® more ſtout? 
The Taylor ſwears'hecl fling ,or cat you out, * 
You ſtand ſo waving and ſo.tottering, 

As if there were an Lonkeute in the Ring, 

And eye the Taylor, as you would adore him, 

Y are ſo devout you ſcarce can ſtand before hin 
Do you not heare him ſay it ſhallgo hard 

Bur ar the fiſt couch hee'] rurne vp your yard, - 
Not will he yſe a quartsr ot his aq 

To meaſure all your.quarters our at length, 

Sce but his ative 'ſtourt, and able limb, . 
< Porter I ſee youl never carry him. 

Go wraftle with yond tree-you dizzie crowne, 
More need coholt you up, then bu le you downe, 
Had you as many leggs as any. louſe - 

The cyes of 41gus, Hands of Bryaregs, 

All would nor do it, for like Po/ypbeme, 

You would be rug down in this drunken dreame; 
And in the turning of a hand be found 

As ſure as louſe in boſome, onthe ground, 

Cord firſt his hands and feer, Then if you can, 
Srand toor, and throw, the ninth. pou of a man; 
Bur your athlerick art's nor. worth the trying 
Go go 2 man mayſce hers you've brep plying 


. 


rave 


F Py 
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Braye ſport, a Porter , and his fox turnd looſe 
T'eacounter with a Taylor and his gooſe 
Thus I perceive tis tarall to us all. -:. \ 
-Aftcr a luſtic cup to take a fall, 


ht — —_—— 
Rama 


To 4. Brewer that promiſed mee 4 Sta 44) 
Tongue , and diſſapointed ms. 


| N? w.your «Xſoick markers Sir, whatiyou*t 
Your ſelfe be Brewer , and make mee the foo), 
Faith Sir you ſhould not accd: your word to break 
Ime ſure your btere wont makt a Car'to ſpeak. 
Come come let's hat,withour n tongue, 1 vow 
That L will never ſpeak pood word of you. 
' Are you lo polirick-t6 thutk by _ AL. 
Mcc.ofimy tongue, you'ds prevent my rayling?' * 
Belecyc icnar} Sit, I can tae thy wrong 8—=* 
Like iojurd Phylomel without a tongue, | 
Tongues are unruly members bur I fee 
That you can rule yours, where it ſhould befree, 
Thus ts be fool'd, and bafled all along, _ 
Twould make'one ſpeak that had bur half « rongus 
But I perceive the'reaforrnow my friend ', | **- 
Your goes faſt by the rootg'ith *Chinitiyes . 
cad. @ | eee, Oo a; 
I ouſt for peace ſake, pocketup this wrong 
And keep my handsof , becauſe you keep your 
| congue* | : 
The rongues a two edgd ſword, 2nd by the cup 
Coparateatiy Jfcarcecay'pur ir up! © 
ay the Staggs er Tor? on you rad = 
Till } have the Stags rongue you'ptomiled, © | 
My 


——— . *- Ef bt CLECES 
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My furie flames ) feare } ſhall ere long 

Like Dives need your cooler for my rongue 
For it begins ] lee to teare, and rend 

Juſt like a womans rongue that knows no end 
Brcwerbe ſure then that you-ſtand aloof 
Unlefle you bring your tongue under my roofe 
May be you'l ſay,that you have none, bur J 
Am ſare y't ouc have told me a divilliſhTye, 
Thus am j faine to yindicate my wrong: 

Jn writing, becauſe I have loſt « y rongue. 


fam pateris telis vuluera falta twis. 


4 


A— 


—_—— 


— 
— 


| mon 


To this Brewer ſending mce balfe a dozen 


Fongnes. : 


Wi: judge ir juſt thar we diſtend our Jungy 

-V In gratitude to you that ſent us tongues. | 

Wee were 4 little rao Jong rongu d bur you 

Have made the tongues fit for our mouths Sir, 
now, 

You ſeem to make us double tongud, for wee 

Expected bur the halfe of what, wee ſee, 

Our skill in Phiſick ſayes the Sraggs did die 1 

Of feavers for the rongues were hor and drie, .  - 

Bur wee to waſh down ſuch conceirs, did make 

Them ſwim in beft Beer fot the Brewers ſake, 

The be aſts thac loſt them ſhould notbe more brute 

Then wee, if we ſhould offer ro be mute. 

And where as wanting rougues we could allow - 

Bur paper praiſe, we cry a largeſſe now. ; | 

Thanks then thrice bounteous Sir, Twere fin if we 


ſhould = ylh where your tongues arc ſo 
ee, 


To 
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To my ſtrange Rivall, ſervant to the Siſter 
of my Miſtreſſe engroſſ mg both 


his owne and mins, 


T he Sceene JackaNewbery. 


yore bur a Zack by Zach a Newbery 

Ta overcharge your ſclfe, ro injure mee 
Be not ſo greedy, you two, and 1 none ? 
The tiene may-come youl find enovgh of one 
Neither had been of our defires bereft 
Had - you but -had your tight: and 7 the letr, 
Take heed you play not fops dog whilſt you 
Coyer the ſubſtance, and the thadow :e0, 
Truſt mee I wuſt reſent this injucie 
' Tooucrdoe your ſelfe ro undoe mee 
Tis baſeneſic in the abſtra& greedy ſinner, 
Having thy belly fullro crave my dinner, 
Bur | perceive my tals is to no end, 
| Fer thou wilc burſt thy felf ro ſtarve thy friend, 
This folly I have oft in children known, 
Either two peeces, or they will have none, 
And hereto the 1 may ir well apply 
Tis berrer fill rhy belly, rhen thy eye. 
Traitor and theitthou,ſt rob'd mee of my Jewell 
Bur for the 4Rlde end it ina ducll, 
' And faith I muſt too, come the worſt eyenc 
Thar-can ris bur fix moneths\impriſonmear, 
And whar is thatto mee fince I muſt be 
Her Priſoner cyen in height of liberty, | 
Say death enſue my challenge? ſhall I doubr 
| To dye for her, Ican not live without: 
Faile rot this afrer noon then to mect mce 
Preciſe at, fower,ar Fack a Newbery 
Your'weapons what you pleaſe; unlcſſe my fate 
Oppoſe, ike ſend you home by Cripple-gare, 


Te 


Te 
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—__._ — 


To a Gentleman that promiſed, but 
failed, to meet meeat an 
Ale- drapers. 


NO» halfe an hower paſt ſix, and more,& fail: 
Your friend, a ſecond time ? Come give us alc; 

Are you all difſappointmenr, is your. frame, 

nd fabrick onlyſuch? Go ferch' the ſame, 

VVhat ! was I borne to wait 2 upon my fſoule 

You wrong, my patience; woman,gfertch a Rowle, 

Your a&ions are unhandſome,withour bazle 

Or meinprixe, y'are conderiutd,'go ferch more Ale: . 

Shall we looſe ſuch a morning. ſuch fair weather? 

Go (ftairh)even fetch a brace of potsrogether, 

Look, if he ceme yet; we are ſure of theſe? 

Not yer in fight > goe fetch the Holland Cheeſe, 

What? you don't ſee him yet; well, we muſt call 

For t*other diſh of Ale, ro waſh downe al 

March in my black-brow'd pots; untill ye ſtand 

Before mee, like an «£thiopian band- 

Faith, I am now in, gee to,trye,if yee 

Eclipſed beauries, be good leachery, 

Come then, and give me liproome,ſhall I nor 

Kille your black lipps? why? Ladyes kiſſe the pot, 

Yes I muſt kifle,and friends; for it appeares 

My wrath hath|made me pull ye by the Earcs. 

Excuſe me, pray, if I my ſelfe forgor, 

For all the world can tell, I loyc the por, 

And therefore this doth my content beger, 

Though I had no luck, I had pot-luck yer.; 
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To an other Gentleman, that ſerved 
we lack a trick. 


Or yer,nor yer, and yer the Chymes done going? 
Some Beer, and Sugar boy ! come, let's be 
| doing; 
My expeRations big,come fill ney | 

Hope is an Anchor, Anchors make us ſtay, 
Hamborouehlike,unrtill the Clock ſtrike few 

I mcan to drink}? widelicer till rwo; 

Nay I'me reſolved, if 1 be alive, 

Since 1am in, I will nor our ri]! five: 

Then never grutch at what ſy cre you heare 

1 am no waiter,burt where there's good cheare. 
SIr, 1 am none of thoſe, that can digeſt 

Hopes falſe conception; Boy, fctch the beſt, 
Hope is my ifſue,wherein I'm beguild, 

You got it, pray, then anſyyer for the child; 

If not, you muſt, nay(fairh) you ſhall, be wittirg 
To pay the Nurſe; And that is juſt two ſhilling, 


—y 


Toa Philomuſe frow whom 7 received 
_ a Paper upon the ſame Subje# 
and by the ſame Poſt. 


WE! my good Col, whar the ſame fh 

Thar for frying? faithi'de with 

To meet the oftner in my difhs 

The proverbs, good witts jump, we both deſign'i 
The plor, yct acither knew cach others minde. 


——— — 


| Ofdiſcord, Iam overgroune with weeds; 
o 


C --3 


1 Bur didfi not think ir ſtrange ro ſee, 


My pare borne in thy Symphonie? 

Tru ſtmec 1 marvelld much ar thee, 

Nay under Morphers you complaine your Muſe, 
Minc under Saturne, Not « pinto chooſe. 


Well fare thy pen / recald ro light 

This plor, that elſe had fleprt in nigh; 
(As dark as Fapx his Lanthron) might 
(Should we negle& fuch mercy)us include 
In as high rreaſon,deep ingratirude, 


Ben godamerey for thy ſonner, 

Let all ?apiſts deſcant on ir; 

Whilſt all Proteſtants vaile rhe Bonner: 
Burforthis rime ile lerthy praiſe alone, 
Leaſt having writ ro0: I beſpeak mine own, 


— 


At the Floriſts Feaſt in Norwich 
Flora wearing « Crown. 


Entlemen welcome Flora (ayes ſo roo, 

For ſhee had had no fcaſt now, but for youz 
Once in a yeare Appolly deigns a ſmile, 
And gravity it ſe]fe admits 2 guile; 
Mechanicks haye their mcetings,and as oft, 
As the ſnake tooth to taile turnes,fing a lofr. 
Bibbers Carowſc it ro the god of Wine, 
And eyerie bird will hayc his valentine. 
But I bad ſav'd my labour of the reft, 
Had I firſt ſaid, each Angel hath his Feeft. 

How 1 have been negleRed of late yeares, 

To you, whom I my judges make,appeares; 
I ſhall not ſtand to tell you, ſince the ſeeds 


- 


And 
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And juftly .yerihe the jokes of thoſe 
Who ſay, between two nettles lits & roſc, 
Am nor I Ouecene of Zephyr*s familie? 
And my rich traine, the earths embroderic 
Are not my daughters the Olympian eyes? 
VV hoſe more then terrene luſter, ſtellifie s 
The muddy face of Ops, courting your yiew 
VVirh colours, ſuch as 1xjs never knew, 


VVitrneſs the feilds, luxurious in my ſmile, 
Preſcnrs the.country every day a guile, 

Bur tuſk ! 1 come not here,to feaſt your eyes 
VVirh fimples, ſuch as ruſtick fopperies; 
For what alas ! are bottles blew, or white, 
Oc travellers joy , to cirtizens delight? 


Hence, ruſtickes,hence yee petty plumes of May, 
Thovgh we*lth and beauty of the ſpring, away; 
This feaſt tars not with you, noe theſe are they 
Shall crowne the tryumph of faire Floras day : 
The lilly and the roſe, ſhall nut be ſeene 
Amongf us,thovgh of flowers che King, & Queene, 
Nor th, humble violet, Theſe, moſt lively, wee 
Canin the garden of your vertues ſee, 

Hence goldy-locks, though hand maid of the ſun, 
Here's noroome for a pot companion ; 

Save ſuch whoſe pots puft vp with richeſt carth, 
Are the [«cina*s of a nobler birth, 

The immortall Amaranth, ſhall not here-be ſhowne 
Nor hee, who fancy'd no face but his owne: 
Theſe are our toyes, our trifles, But now, wee © 
Ceme to uncabincr our treaſurie, 
I he Juſtice and the country gallant roo, 

As pledges of our loves preſent wee you, 

The gpaxiſh, French, and Welch infantes we 
». Commend for their unmatcht varietie, 


The 
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The painted Lady , (-think irc theughno taint 
\nto her beaury, tor tis narures paint) 
The rare Diana, not ſhee whome we find 
Inthe wild weods,-noc, this is garden kinde;” 
On wiom a man may Jooke , and, ſmiles importune, 
Withour the danger of a horned tortiine, 
Next this ſweer dame, There's the Begrowenere, 
The lovely Comans, The pecrletle Grampeere, 
Speckemakers white, , Taunics cumbers cornation” 
Are flowers which nathing want bur admyraticn, 
The 1muryy, mullion , and the Baludike 
T were plenteous want of wiſdome norrs like. 
The faire Amelia , the Nymph Royall, and 
The Tuiks cap, the adonis, the Le grand, 
lay, þ The Hugonan!, Appelles, and French marble, 
Are ſuch whoſe praiſe, a phylome! ſhould warble, 
The Oxford had atrended onthe crowne,. 
Bur thar rto'tell yaoi truth hee?s our of rowne, 
Here's the gray Hulo though, and white Cornatiot, , 
ne, | Would challeng'more then cemmon commendation, 
The Yannecker, the black impeyiall | 
And Cyyſtall roo, the mitrour of them all, 
Both #ggons, low,-and loftic, 4ngelot 
The Stranger, the Catewſey, and what not > 
| The Duke of venice preſence here you ſee, 
And York the flower of the nobilitie, 
mnef _ T hus gentlemen hath, F /ors told her ftore, 
If you can'find a wiſh yer ask for more, 
And yer ( propitious ſoule ) before you leave her, 
Shee yows to bring you in the Prince's favour, 
Had yee but mer, when tulops were in towne 
She then had given you every one a crowne. 
Bur did I call the Lillie king of flowers ? 
Our of all doubt then theſe are emperenrs. 
If thoſe be ſtaryrs then theſe are planets ſuex, 
ne} Jfrtheſe bur ſhine; n—_ ſiwples are obſcure, 


3 Heres 
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Heres colour upon colour, you may ſeek 

A field ro match the graces of one check: 

B ut 1 ſhall add no. more, ſave only thus, 

That here Compariſon is odious. 

Ceres, and Bacchus, ,promil*d tobe here, 

And the beſt brewer ſent us in our bere: 

Since _ acither wants Bcer, Wine, nor 
| ucſt, 

Flaggons and flowers ſhall flaw at Floyas feaſt, 
Let chearly Cups crown a'carowſing day; 
Ambroſe ſhall broach,ye rhe Ambroſia. 

Your cyes ſee Flora's heayen and thar your earez, 
May fcaſt too, hark Apollo moyes the ſphcares, 


T he Song. 


c Tay ! O tay /ye winged howers, 

The windes that ranſack Eaſt, and Weft, 
Have breathd perfumes upon our flowers, 
More fragrant then the Phenix neſt: 

Then ſtay !' O lay ſweet howers/ that yee, 
May witnefle that, which time nere ſee, 


Stay a while, thou featherd Syth-was, 
And attend the Queen of flowers, 
Show thy ſelf for ence a blyrh man, 
Come diſpence with a few hewers: 
Elfe we our ſelves will tay a while, 
And make our paſtime , Time beguile, 
This day is deignd co Floyas uſe, 
- i yee will reyelltoo, to night: 
Wee! roſe the Grape, ro lend ye juyce, 
Shall make a deluge of delight: 


And when yee cant hold up your heads, 
Our Garden ſhall afford ye beds, 


An 
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——_— 
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AnEPITAPH. 
Upon Oliver 0 dead grunk. 


LJErc lyes a Lyon, and a Lamb, 
Sweer, and ſayage,wilde and rame : 

Courrcous, carelefle, Poorc,and proud, 

Ires, | Man,and no man: Litle,and lowd: 

Childrens May game; fine, forlorne, 

Courtiers conſort 2- C ommons [corne: 

Kind, and curriſh, would ye know 

Who 1 m:an? ris Olpvey ©, 

That companion . baſe nnd boon, 

Sets and Riſes with the Syn; 

Thus in brief his exerciſe 

He pipes, dances,and he dyes, _ { 

And when paſſing we can tell; 

For he rings out his own knel), 


— — 
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Upon his ſecond time being dead drunk, 


Oc here, Twas ruffe, 
Dead azrhe bere, And with a puffe 
Was drawn laſt yeare; Ont wenrtthe ſnuffe, 


And Coffind up, Alas ! how ſoon 

In a loſt Cup, Tis after noon? 

Lyes, litlc hca:t O, This morning hce 0, 
Wholikea fart ©, Was companie O, 
Did now depart O, For thee,or mee 0. 
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Tnd tooke Bur P—0, 

Abe Spaniſh ſmoke, Nao more bur ſo; 

Into his poke, Tis Oliver © 

As it he meanr Lets overſce 

Sir, by conſent This ſcape for hee 
To tune his pipe 0, The truth ro-rell 0 
Bur being ripe, O, Till he was melloy, 
Began ro type O, Was a good fellow; 


And ſhall co morrow morning make's approach *' 
As quick, and lively, as the freſh abroach. 


© Ce a. Ah 


—_ 


Arn Epitaph #por 4 Weaucr, , 


H Ere lyes a Weaver, whom that Turk 
Ang tyzant, death turn'd out of work, 
Poore fellow he is gone, what though? 
Hee's out of bonds w« uld 1 were ſo, 

Alas he ſold Chamelion ware, 

By which he ſay'd ſcarce ought bur aire; 
Gone, quoth hee'! pray how ſhould he ſtay? 
Such gaine will drive us all away, 

Well, rwas a fad aud ſuddaine change, 
And yer ro metis nothing ſtrange. 

For trading's dead, and wares will give 

Noe price at all, how ſkould he live? 


| An Epitaph. 
Dedicate to the Memorie of 
Dr. Ed. Cook. . 


Nſluce your Captive flouds; what, can ye keep 
Four cycs from teares,and Fee the Marble weep? 
Burſt 


$ 


+ el 
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Burſt out for ſhame, .or if yee find no vent 
or greife, yet ſtay and lee the ſtones relentz 
Jf Rill you can forbcare; weepe then to ſee: 
Your ſtupid hearrs more ſtone, t hen Niobe, 


——_— 


be et 


01: goodwife Plaine. 


HE: with out either welr, or gard, 
Lyes goody Plaine in the Church. yard: 
Freſb in our memoryes, till the next raine, 
Serle the carth againe, downe plaine, 


— 


—  — 


Arts Parramour isdead, that men may $ee, - 


On W- 6. 
A great ſwearer but litle lar, 


V ill, the ſwearer's dead and gon, 
'V Vhether?you may gueſie anor., - 
Say hee is inheaven J dare nor 
Ju that ſacred place _y ſweare not. 
VVhere then ? norin hell, no doubr, 
For heed ſweare the devill our, 
Whar muſt then become of him; 
Does hee neithcr finck nor ſwim ; 
Heayens foibid , we?1judge the beRt; 
And conclude his ſouls' at reſt, 
Of his oarhes, hee did repent him , 
And his conſcience do'unt torment him. 
And hee hall ( heavens mercy crav*'d 
By Gods bloud, and wounds be ſay *d 


——_— "M : 


CE_ 


In memoriam Roberti Dey 
Pharmacap. Norv. 


Nature hath no! hol4 of ercrnitic, 
F 5: ; O' 
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O that my teares were legible thar } , 

And my ſad mufe , might weep his clegie! 
Naorwich,in ſorrows weeds attend his urne, 

It nor for his; yer for your owne ſakes mourne. 
Remember cirtizens, yee uP'd to fiy 

To ſue out your reprives from death, te Dy: 

Whoſe ſalutificrous magazine of artes', 

Was your cheite Santiuayy againitdeatl?s darts, 
There, feeble nacure in a tice might be, 

Arm'y againſt all diſeaſes Cap ape. 

Bur hce is gone, and in a good old age, 

Tooke his calmz* Exit of a turbulent ſtages. 

His death-as harmelefle as his birth, from whence 
His years were crownd with double innocence;)good 
V Vhilſt wee,(for ſo perhaps heavens have thought 
Are left, ro. write our tories in our bloud. . 
Time's ſych hath wounded him, but hee hath got. 
Such ſemper-vivum,as hce feels it nor. 

VVith faitb, hope, charitie, & contrition 

He made up his Celeftiall compoſition: 

And withan anitiovs name hee mixt 2 Roll, 

Ot Gra:;a-dei for his wounded ſoule: 

Now his thread, yeilded to the Siſters knife ,. 

For Aqu1-vite xe drinkes watcr of lite, 

Much might unto his prayſcs ſpoken be, 

And only this 6ne truth ; namely thar hee, 

Even Dey, the true Apothecary-was, 

All thac are lefr, are bur ſynoyma's. 


E—— 


10 the perpetual memory of my ever 


» bonuured Cozens Mr. E. H. 


Yoder this ſad marble lyes, 
. " N6;ULe8 pride and beaurtics prizc; 
| Such 
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Such, ſo ſweet her accents were, 

As would charme a Syrens carc; 

Such her modeſt mode as ſhee- 
Taught the turtle charirie, 
Jaſumme a more verucus wife, 
Never ſweerend husbands lite. 

To conclude then, all was ſhee, 
Man could wiſh, or woman be, 
Who lycs here, like treaſure found_ 
Not above but uader ground. 


_— Legacie to V RBANIA 
an un worthy Cittie. 


Cirty ingrate, nay worſe, bur Llc include,- 

All your- good nature, in ingratitude, F 
Wellfare your coſtly ſwordes which now yee wou d 
As fainc encrimſon in my inocept bloud. 

As ere yce wiſht m* Crucgfige accept you ; ab ! yuu 

Hoſanna cry , and hoſexecha roo ; 

Js it in this ; in this, ] pray, I wrong; yee 

To ſpend my ſelfe , and my eftate among yec? 

Jf weary ſteps to make your Cirty flouriſh, 

If head,if heart, if Purſe employ'd to nouriſh 

Widows diſtreſt , and orphans be a crime, 

Grant heaven no worfe offence rake up wy tim, 

Bark on black mourhed envie , yee as foone, 

Afﬀright mce, as rhe'Syrian wolves, the mocne: - 

Nor doe } envie tholc, have ſought with coſt, - 

The honourable trouble, J have loſt: 

Lord fillmy teart with thanks, my mouth with praiſe 

My haires may yer ſce halcyon dayes: 

Gog gua:ds mee till, though ]' ve ne ſwordes t 

r'davance, 

Though ao fine cap , God is wy maintenance, _ 

n.33.1c 
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In Hono rem Poetarum: 


Wi - p_- conceit is that 


Thar Poers ſhould be poore? - 
They talk they know: not what, 
Alas! they wiſh nv more, 
They have Enough in that they ſce 
Content is worth a monarchy, 


Do not the ſacred Nine, 

Come daily ro their houſes, 

And break their faſt, and dine, 

Aud ſup, and ſoop carouſes? 
Whocalls them poore then,thar are able, 
To fcaſt the Muſcs at their tablc? 


Yee goto Poers, when 
Your deareft friends be dead, 
They'give them life agen 
Though they be buried: 
Tis f}frange then, Poers ſhould not live 
Thar thus can life ro dead men give, 
Yea all the world muſt know, 
Save thoſe to truth averſe, 
The ſwaine was taught to plow, 
By Viigwls fertil verſe. 
ſis Rtange then, he ſhould needy be, . 
Found our the art of Husbandry, 
Riplie was rich I rrow, - 
V Vhoſe Poems did-enfold 
That which men hunr for ſo-,. 
The arr of making Gold: 
He had the Phyleſophick fone; 
Sure hee,muſt then be ric':, or none, 7 
ce 
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. Yea, donor all men ſay? 
Pacts dare any thing: 
Pray was not Noble May 
Calld brother by a King? 
Nor is it more then true report, . 
Saty'ich lires have hang'd a ſorts 


Euridice could tel] 

That bcing raviſht hence, 

Bold Orpheus ranſackt hell, 

And reſcu'd her from thence. 
Yea verſes lo Magnetich are, 
They fetch the Moon down trom the ſphears 


Nor have they only power,. 
Bur gifts of prophelie, 
The moſt celcftiall dower, 
Heavens give mortalitie, 
Sure then they can'c want coftly Cares-, 
Bcing Oractes and Potentates- 


They that have moſt,ftill itch _ 

For more, more baggs to ſtuffe, 

VVhilſt they are only rich, 

Can ſce they have enuffe; 
How poorly foels of Poets prare ? | 
Come, they are poore, whom God doth hate, 


Princeps; & Vates non quovis naſcitur anno. 


on, 


Man. 
7 Hat time 7ehovah heaven, & earths Creator. 
Ds. Had fully finiſht the world vaſt 'Theatcr - 
He brings up Man, and gives the world to ſce 


His cutious arr, in their Epitome; : | 
VVhich. 
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VVhich but in man, he in no creature would, 

They bur of Simple, hee of Cum pound mould: 
They bur of beoyecs only doc conſiſt , 

In man a bodice, and aſoulec contciſt ; 

His bodic his baſe parr,carth repreſcars, 

His keaven-breathd ſoulcgearth's ſoulethe clen.es ts 
The ingredients of the world are water Airc, 
Earthgfire, ſuch man*s ingredients are, 

Your leave, And: thus the ſemblance I rehearſe , 
Berwcene the great and little Univerſe, 

His bcad's orbicylar , like the circular skies, 
Wheſc lampſ meer riyalls , in his orient eyes; 
And as tis heaven moſt like, tis heaven aÞy neare, 
Reaſon ſwaycs her majefticſt ſcepter rhere ; 
Thar divine gueſt-cthat makes a man, thence all 
The ſenſes borrow their originall ; 

And as their (ole and ſupreme courr, repaice, 

To manifeſt their virtues inthat chaire. 

Nur nay [ here forget that comely front , 

Thar o__— all thar looke upon,r ; 

Thoſe lovely lineaments,thoſc goodly graces, 
Artrend the ſweets of well proportiond faces ; 
What wonders nature in his tongue commences, 
The inſtcumenrs of delicious ſenſes? 

Which wee bcyend exprefſe oftimes, refreſh, 
Wirh rspſodics from. that ſmall filme of fleſh, 
How right heres Pax and phebus? whilſt our cares 
Are part:all t wixt ur yoyces,and the ſpheares: 
Some time tis full, and makes his yoice as loud, 
As thundring. roaring frem the ſhatrercd cloud. 
Bur let's goe downward with his heires and ſce 
How at does with the piles of gralle agree; 

The number well concurres, in each wee {ce 

The numerous footſteps of a deijtic; 

Both the effect of moiſture; whos ſcekes: 

Th« Roſe, oi Likie , they ſo blow in his cheeks ; 
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Nay what exn you preſent, but hee commands, 
The livcly tranſhape, from his Proteax handes? 
His bloud is like the ftreams that ro, and fro 
Turning, and winding are, the center throught 
hould 1 here {well my ſtory, to preſcar 

The office of cach<borg, cach (zpament , 

The Nerves, the tendons, and the Arteries, \ 
My l.fe would be to ſhort to finiſh theſe, 

Nay- there's no - member, butinit I ſce 

A theame of wonder to crernitics 


And yet this body. wee can't prayse enuffe, 
Compare it with the ſoule ti's ſordid ſuffte; 
Ther's n6r ſuch «ference, r'wixt the ſorric caſe, 
And I1cwell; t'wimt the mask, and the faire facc: 
God made mans body aftcr all the reſt 
Add afrer thar inſpir'd rhe ſoule the beſt: 

The body from the carth the duſt, aſcends, 
The incompounded ſoulc from God deſcends: 
T'is nor the fleſh, bur inthe ſaulc, thar wee 
Afſua.e the image of the deitic. 

The bodies ſubze& ro mort alitie, 

The foul part of the living Ged can't dye, 
Natures appointed time of change revolves, 
And ir into his elements deſolyes; 

His native heat does to the fire repaire, 

Watet ro water breath unto the aire, 

The bones, and parts that are more ſolid muſt 
Lye pi iſners till they render duſt to duft; 
Meane time the ſoul, her-natiyc ſtation keeps 
Is hcaycs, whilk nature in her cauſes Biceps, 
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A A Gueſe t HE LT. 
Par nulla figura Gebenne. 


Ara Topbeth | how ſhall I define, 

This diſmall dungeon, this ſad Cell of thine: 
So dark, ſo duskie, ſo devoid of light, 

How ſhall I ſee to draw thy picture right? 

V Vhat Colours ſhall I grinde? Colours (ſaid 1) 
Thou arr all black, black as Proſerpines Eyc, 

Deep, & declive, beneath the dead Sea is 

In a blinde hole, this thy all black Abyflc. 

Thy pitchie Pallace, where the chearly Sun 
Nerecomes , as out of his commiſſion; 

Nor lends the Moon ſo much as one odd night, 
To qualifie thy darknefle , with her light, 
VVhich we but ſleep by ? Nognor all the yeare 
Does one ſmall ftarre on thy dark front appeare. 
Thou blackeſt Moore ; ask bur thy Danaas traine? 
Their tub raſh rells thee thou art labour-in vaine 
Goe ask Ixion clſc,or him whoſe Kone 

Garhers no moſle, they all conclude in one. - 

Thou the true Negro art, and Patentee 

Of utter ſhades, there is no night bur thee: 

The darknes the mgyetions ſelr , was bur 

A type of thine, and bur roo fairely cur: 

Tyatareous Tullian, how thy tract is trod? 

To Baatz&þub , knight ofthe black rod; 

Whoſe haggic haire, curls into ſnaky torts, 

More rertible then poers poore reports: 

His ghaſtly, yea his priſlic l-oke, is ſuch 

My ſenſe foſakee mee, if I thigke on't auch; 


His 
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His bornes,the pitch fork is, where with he turnes 
Thoſe broyling Scclerons, ke ever burnes 

In flames x never thall be quenchr,but hark, 

I ralk of flames, and yer I call Hell dark! 

Flames 1 confefſe there arc, but black,not bright, 
Yeathiere is fire, and yet no fuelight: 


Fowle fcind ! thy noſe is like a Comet, of 
The tayle,cf ſome prodigious Meteo”, 
Well may it ſerve thee forthy red hor purr, 
V Vherewith thou dcoft thy Rifling ſulphur ſtirre: 
Thy footy Eybrowes, are as black as coales, 
Smoakrt with thine cyes,that flame like Oven holcs 
Oy while the Corners where freſh Brimſtone 

ies, 
Prerend a yellow Jandyſc in thine eyes, 
Bur *tis the black, the black(fiend)is thy grieſe, 
Bur thy diſeaſe admits vf-noreliete, 
Thy mouth like raging «£txa vomirs fire, 
The furious flakes cf thy unſlak'tdefire, 
As much attrative, and as mereileſie, as 
T he 7: rimes hotter headed furnace was. 
Thine arres are firic fetters that embrace 
Thoſe monuments of miſcrie whoſe ſad caſe 
They do'ſt not p ittic , though though ſeem'fta 
while, 
To weep upon them, like the Crocodile, 
Have you not heard of ſmoaking Sodom? ſuch 
His breath's , But Sodom {moak's nor balf fo-much, 
His,yveynes are ftreams of ſulphur : His loud Juvgs 
His ook And his hideous hands his tongues; 
His black, and m<lancbolly bloud conraines . - + 
VVorſe vencme, then ere Jurkt in Ccmxtayrs veines, 
Ard by his cloyen foot, 'tis plaiply ſhcwne,, 
His Kingdom runs. vpon Diviſion. 


Theſe 
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Theſe are his ritles- The Unfathew'd Gulfe, 
The Roaring Lien. And the Raging woolfe. 

The wild Beaſt of the Forreſt, The Annojer 
Of Chriſtian liberry, The Deſtroycy, 

The Mortall Enemy of alli. an kinde, 

By theſe ana ſuch like rearmes is he defind; 
Father of Falſhood, Feeces of the Cup 

Of Condemnation who can ſumme thee up? : 
O: ſer thee forth, No hand can ere cftc& it, 
Unlefle thar hand, that captiy'd thee,direR it, 
Fnvyeher Enſign on thy front diſplaies, 

And like the Bafilizh at diftance flayes; 

Thy Noſe ſteep as the Alpes parts rwo deep Cells; 
On this fide, Hatred: | hat fide Malice dwells, 
And cauſe ſuch beauty ſome preſeryarives askes, 
Sbame and Confufton are'thy conſtant masks, 

Bur leaſt my Charkole faile ro finiſh thee, 

Thou arr the form, of all deformity, 

As for thy vaflalls, thus begin their evills; 
Their entrance ſtrait transfo: mes them into Devils 
Their entertainment will be ſuch, as they 
Shall fice ro death, Bur death will flye away: 
Hard are their haps, fo vatnly ſhall implore 
A deadly requiem, at death's deafned dore, 


The torturous worme,that gnawes their. conſcicnces | 


Doe' like Prometheus vultur never ceaſe 

Curſcs arcall thcir hymmes:; Their parched 
throars, 

Cant Lacbryme in lamentable notes, 

Their Dirtics, blaſphemies, ſcreichin their ſtrainey 

Howling their tune,whoſe burthen greife ſuſtaines 

VVich fighs, and ſobs, gnaſhing their reeth,they 
n 


rn 

Their dolcfull deſcant,and divifion: 

VVell knew, our Saviour, ages; ſad eſtare* 
VVhen he pronounc'd his birth infortunate: | 


Alas! 


2 


ls 


How thou of this ſo bitter Cup, wilt drink: 


(215) 
Alas) theſe ſufferings are inſufferable, 
Yer mnſt be berne,although they be notable, 
Sad isthe ſtrength, thatis bur lent us to 
Suftainc the Atlas of a greater woe, 
Ot fables fond, and fool;ſh,Poers tell, 
That Hey« ule: went, and returnd from Hell. 
VVell might he goe,bur if he cre icturn's 
Torcll his rearrivall ; le be burn'd, 
Hee that comes to this place,be n:uſt diſcuſſe 
His Exit, with a ſtouter Cerberus. 
Alcides might, and Orphens n.irtb,muſt faile, 
T hey can nor 'gainſt the gares of Hcllprevyaile, 
No hope of breaking out the Dungeons deep, 
And the vaſt wall enyyrons it, is | py 
Yer grant it ſcalable,there'sa dreadſull More, 


- Nine times ſurrounds it that will bear no boat: 


Son, ſuch a Gulph 'twixe thee, and mee,doth floy 
Thou canſt not hither, nor we thither gue. 
Dcſpaire, and dyc,hope no revocative day, * 
Since thowart banitht into Scythia. 

Yee that drink the worlds Lethe, forget God, \ 

Sec here his Scorpions , and his flagiing rod, 

Yee jeſted with edg'd tooles fince Mercyes heele 
VVas lcad : But Faftice bath a hand. of tee], 
Depart ſaics Chriſt, depart wretch from my ſight, 
Into the boſome of contuſed Nighr, 

Hurry him hence ; Head long him down beneath, 
To the black vyally of eternall death. 

Think net wretch I con mand thy Curtaines cloſe, 
To apt thine eyes toa more ſweer repole: 

No }: Hells hard ſervic'd Cemtinells, muſt keep 
Continuall watch, and neyer, never ficep, - 
Nor be releiv'd: No Circean lullabres, 

Shall be ef power to charm their damned eyes; 
Think new, profaneſt liver, Dobur think, 


 Cail 
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Call in thy thovght and bur conſider well 
And tell me-now, but what thou thinkſt of Heil ! 
Didft thou lye waking on a bed more ſor 
Then'downe, pluckt from the Rayens plume , how 


OIT 
wh pag thou wiſh morning > lingring for the 
ight 
Though bed-rid,but a poor Cymmerian' night: 
Think then how thou wilt rofle thy reftlefic head, 
V Vhere everlaſting burning is thy bed: 
- Think rken I ſay of their accurſt condition, 
VVhoſe miſery ihal have nointermiſſi>n: 
This is thar bitter drafr,whoſe dire dregs be 
The limits of theſe woes, Erernity, 
Here I break off, ſhould I prooecdto tell 
VVhar thou haſt loſt-rhar were anuther Hell. 
En ultima tanti 
' Meta furonis ade(t, 


A glimiring glimpſe of Heaven, 


HEaven ! Lord whar's thar-? Is it that heap of 
Lig rreaſure - | | 
The worldling hugs ſo ? Or that ſweet of pleaſure 
Seldolizd>1s it thar glorious puffe | 
Of Honovr, where with men nere ſwell: enuffe; 
Or is it beauty, whoſe Celeftiall fire, 
Blowes up that «Xing of the worlds defirc? 
Lyes ir elſe in Revenge thar ſweer, ſweet eaſe, 
Of injuries ; Noe,noe, tis none of theſe,” 
For-wealth, alas } hath wings, and allrhe reſt 
Are yaniry of vaniry-at beſt, = ; 
VVhar is it then? earths V Vide-ftrearchr Canopir 
The _—_— ſurface of the ambient skic?- 
Is it the Sun? that glorious globe of 3;ghr 
Oc his bright conſort, Empreſs ofthe night, 

Noe, 
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Noe,none of theſe, we muſt aſcend a ſphear: 

Tmo ſtories higher, then out eyes,and there 

O there this Heaven of heayen is, Bur firſt I 

Er'c I can tell you, what it is, muſt dye. 

In vaine-for Heayen 1 darkling groap abeur, 

1can nor ſee'r, untill theſe eyes be our. 

Eyes have not ſcen , nor hath mansmortall ears 

Heard of the joyes, the joycs of joyes are there, 

Nor bath it enter'd into th' heart of man, 

Tis too anguſt, ah ! cis rooſmall a ſpan 

Toentcriain't , we muſt perforce decline ic , 

Keavenwerenort Heayen, Could ficſh,, and bloud 

define ir, 

Grant, O my God, that 1 not being able 

To wade thus deep, make not Hearenſcem atable, 
Bur loc! the ſacred ſpirit here, deſcends 

Unto eur underſtanding,and con:mends 

This inexpreſſive paradiſe, and even 

As it were by refleQion ſhowes us Heaven, 

Which he a ſumpruous City calls, Built on 

And by Chrift Jeſus the true corner ſtone, 

Nor made with hands,the Citty is foure ſquare, 

Eaſt, Weſt, North, South Gates, Zquidiftant are. 

Length, height, breadth,deprh,do all.conſpiretobe 

The uniforrme of perfe&t Symertric, _ 

Twelve gares there are of moſt magnificent ſtare, 

Mage of twelve Pearles, Ot every Pcarle a+ Gate; 

And 2s twelve gates of twelye rich Pearles;ſs hore 

Twelve rich foundations, of twelve gemms appear: 

The $ aydus,Saphir, and the Sardonix, 

The Topas, Zaſper,and Zacymth are fx. 

The Beiill;Emtrald,and.Chalcederite, 

Chryſopraſks, Amethis,and Chryſolirez * 

Make up the four times three,whoſe ſparkling light 

Baniſh all poſſibility of might, 

The _ fircers,all along as ye paſſe, 

Are pav'd with Gold,cranſparcnt as pure glaſe, 
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Through which, the flyer ſtreames of life conyey 

Their Chriſtal Currenrs,whilft in cich array, 

On either fide this glittering Tegus ſtand 

The rrecs of life, whoſe boughs bow to che hand, 

There*s' neither Suz , nor Moos in chat 6 _ighr 
ſpheare, | 

Hee that lent them rheir liſh himſclte ſhines 
there, 

There's none that warch , nor none that guard 

relic ves, 

Whar need: there? fince theres ncither night, nor 
theeves, 

Theres nerhing grieves, no being all amorr, 

Darkneſs and Death, are ſtrangers in thar Court, 

Envuy, Backbitng, Malice, and Diſgrace, 

Sorrow and Sickneſs, dwell not in that place, 

V Vitheur are dogs, nothing that is uncleane 

Hath any part, in that Celef#:all Scene. 

But Meekneſs, Faith,and joy, and Cordiall love, 

Such are the ſtarres, in thar oh, 58 orb that more, 

There they for ever feaſt their Eyes on thee, 

On whom one glance,ercrnall life would be. 

How ſhall I hope ſufhcicprly Vadwire 

Thoſe living powers,in thy Cileſtiallquire? - 

Thoſe thouland thouſands that attend yy 

The radianc throne,of thy all glorious $annc? 


Angells, Ar els,Cherubins,and Thromes, 
Amazing Serepbizs, and Dominions? 
Which in chy higheſt preſence allwayes firr, 


Enjoying happ'nefle next to infinite, 
Any of which deſcendiag frem his tory; 


Would cx tacy,and kill us with his glory. | 
* Here cloſe your lids my daring eyes, leaſt yee, 
Where angells hide their faces, be too free; 

Lord how I reach,and roame t'uncurreine heaven; 
Whilſt I am cyea of mine own ſelf beregyen? 


O rake 
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O rake theſe ferters ! rake theſe clogs frem mee; 

Take theſe ſcales from mineeyecs , that 1 may '-* 

Thy rabernacle, Thy Hicruſalem; , 

VVcl thou heayens Monarch, haſt prey: io: 
them 

That love, and fearethee: Ah me ! when ſhall I 

Ccme and appcare before thy Mojeſty? 

VVhere ere thou beeſt, ler me bur {ce thy face; 

Vle askno other heaven, no other place: 

If thou diſcend into th' abyfle below, 

My ſoule ſhall wiſhno other heaven to know: 

VVhere theu art, heaven is ;*r1s not the reſort 

Of Courticrs : But the King, that makes the 
Court, 

Thus have I taken paines, to ſhew ye thar, 

Vyhich is, I muſt confeſſe, 1 know got what? 


- M coereFie 


T Bir afternoon I mer the tribe of Gad, 

* Running through Bedlam as they had been mid 
Shufling and ſhouldring art ſo ſtrange a rare, 

As if they ſtrove te enter the ſtrair gate. 
VVuhrhar ſceing the conflux of the rraine 

] could nar nel but mak't Turne againe Lane, 
And down the ſtream making my armes, my Oares 
1 row'd to Moore fields, where I found more whores 
Gentle, and fimple, then a wan could meet, 
Eicher in Turn ball,or in Turn up Street, 
Sarting and Silk , and Peticoats-brocado 

Marcht like an Amazonian armado, 

Furious #3 your French troops, ſcarce ere a wench 


Bur by hex qur fide , ſhew her infide French 


Some 
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*- Some zealous Gitt'zens ſh:w their wives, 
thareven : 

By being Cuckolds, they might go heayen, 

It made me laugh ro ſee their ſweeping rrailes 

In ſpite of Barbars reſts, powder their tailes, 


O how the leacherous duſt did vaught/and riſe 
Twixt the crofle Cheverncs of their foaming 
- thighs, 


So light were they, ſo givento the Twp 
VVhart men would ner,the very winds took up. 
VVirh rhat ſaid I, now too too well perceive I, 
Y are not thetribe of Gad alone, But Levi. 
Meane while the trees in ſuch even' order grow, 
They ſcem'd a ſecond Pater noftey row. 
They raild in-grafle- plot as a ſpacious ſhop 
Of Summer weeds for Vicgins was ſc ope. 
And many gallants came trom out the rowne 
Thirher,to give their Ladics a green-Gowne. 
Here is great wraſtling, Buycs, and men , and all 
And here and there a woman takes a tall ; 
Venter on which you pleaſe, if mzn you liko, 
Know then they ſayle abnſe by the Wind mil ſtrike, 
If you from men,ro women be departers, 
You ſhall nor faile ro meet them in the quarters. 
And therefore if your purpoſe that way ſtand 
Goe fce for them , when you can xſce your hand 
And to your work(my friend)ris Country play 
Nar by the belt bur felr, carch char catch may, 
Be not diſcourag'd for the duskie night 
Bee'c nere ſo dark, Ie watrant you a light. 

More ef Moore-fields if you defiie ro know, 

Faith Lhave ra'ne wy turnez And ſoguſt 
You, 
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Upon the Sickneſs , and recovery of 
a faire and fairely promijed 
L A D T. 


Ur hadſt thou Death ſuch hopes alive, 
Thy ſute could ever thrive, 
In flatt'ring her 
T' her Sepulher, 
From her approaching bridall bed, 
Alas!chy hopes are dead, 
Dead as thy ſelfe 
Unwelcome elfe, 
| But would you faine foreſtall, forſooth 
The ſweers of bloomy youth? 
Your ſure is cold 
And you too bold, 
Suſh:e ir long time henee that thou 
Bath in-her aged ſnow, 
Couldſt rhou her ſend 
To thy dark bed? 
Het orient Eye would-ſhoot a ray 
Should make thy midnight day; 
As though the Snn 
Did hither run, 
And all his rurilous Jewelts ſer 
In that cloſe Cabiner, 
Then ſhould mournin 
See joyes morning; 
Then paleft aſhes ſhould revive 
And Death be ride alive, 
VVhilſt we,blindjwee, 
It wee would ſee; 
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MyRt all our light Cymmerian like, 
Ficm flintie boſomes ſtrike; 
Burthanks ro Heayen, 
Death is bereaven: 
Th* Eclipſe is paſt,and beauties lighe 
Ha's baniſht dead of night. 
See, ſec the love, 
Of heaven above, 
For we have here Gods bleflings gor 
And the warme Sun to beor, 
O let us now 
Low as carth bow; 
And grarefell ſacrifices give, 
Tohim that here ſaid,ler her liye, 


_ —— 


To a Gentleman deſiring mee to write « 
Paper of Verſes upon his fitting 
whilſt the Painter was 
drawing his Picture. 


Nd Poet r00?. muſt you your 'figure ſee 

In filent, and inf peaking poebe? 
I could admic this double rask, in cafe 
You had like Faxys too 2 double face. 
Say, is it your deſire? whilſt he does take 
Your ſuperficiall lineamenr;, I ſhould make 
Your verrues image? Is it this you mean? 
I muſt like Momus have a Caſcmenrt then, 
Or feare you men will ſay you are a creature, 
Warciſsus like in love with your own feature? 
And therefore have the Painter to produecc, 
A colour : And the Poet an excuſc: 

Cone 
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Come be ady iſ'd by mee, go to your wife, 

lle warrant you your Picture to the life. 

Here you compoſe your countenance, And fer, 

Whilſt't may be fhee's drawing your counterfeir, 

Come the true way of lively like commanding 
Is never done by ficring, Butby ſtanding. 


Perſ,—— Piftoribrs atque Portis 
Gnidlibet andiend; ſemper fuit equa poteſtas. 


TY 


| | Toan impudent S cold that perpetually haunts 


' her Husband , and not only abu{tth 
him but What ſoever Cons 
pany is With him. 


wW Oman (but may I call the ſo, and not 
Forfeit that little judgnicnt 1 have gur? 


Is'tnor enough y'are uglic, bur beſide 

Your ill ſhape you muſt be ill qualiry'd? 

I had ſuppol's that ſuch a one as you 

Whole face a winning feature never knew 

A woman (if that appellation may 

Be yer allow'd)made of the courſeſt clay: 

And of a fabrick ſo imperfect as'c 

Is well concluded nature was in haſt, 

I had ſuppol'd 1 ſay, that ſuch a brute, 

Had cauſc more then enough to have been mute 

Ar leaſt ſhee ſhould if ſhee had filence broke, 

Wirh Balams Aﬀe bur once,and wiſely ſpoke, 

But you unlock the thunder of your voice, 

And rwenty Iron Mills make notmore noyſe/ 

V Vhen you begin the clamout of your prate 

You make the rabulous rout -- Billingſ-gate, 
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Vure as their Fiſh; VVere you my wife forſooth, | I! 
} ſhould lockup the Farn-doores of your mouth. | At 
Or ferrer-like,low't up,. My wife ſaid 1? - W 
Some Planer firſt diſpitch me frem the ie. 
1de ranſack beds of clay, and lighe upon 
The Devillin a new fal Ine ſceleton, 
Or what in man, or Hells invention worſ: is 
Them think of the, Of thee thou curſe of Curſes , 
O wretch thy Husband, O infortunare. 
I drowne mine Eyes in ſorrow for his fate. 

I finde in ſtory an inchanrted Laſſe 
All day a Haggc: All night an angell was 
His luck poor man is worſe, for meeting you 
Hee's haunted with a Hagge day and night too. 
For when abroad in this ſad plight he goes - 
Seckirg ſome corner to unbreaſt hi s woes; ” 
You tol!ow him hot feor, and rang e about 
Beating all buſhes till you finde kim our, 
And when hee once bur in your fight appeares, 
You ſpend, And with full cry confound his ear es, 
And ours too, who admire what you inten him 
V Vherher to bait him,or to appreheng him, 
Thus like Aeon withaffrighrs hedg*d round 
Hee flyes the furie of his owne feirce hound, 

We know your language you Tartarian whore 
Thar uſe to play bo-peep at Tavern dore. 
Peaking for pimping rafcalls, and when erc 
Yon feare diſcovery, what's my Hysband here: 
Thus you obſtreperous ſtrumper, Thus you muſt 
Make your poore Hysband cloak for your baſe luft, 
Come, come,rhe provetb yer djd never failc. 
They thar are quick of tongue ,are quick of taile, 
And I too plainly ſee,(though I am loth 
To þ e too publick) you are quick of both. 
Ie blaſt you with contcmpr if ere you ccme 
To ask for Hysband henceforth in my rocme, , 
. 2. ou 
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And teare your tongue from roofe and roors if ere 
I heare againe, What is my Husband here, 
And to the Company ſpeak 2 word unmeer 
Wee?l kick you through the Gantler of eur feer, 
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